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The Bradys and *'Mr. Mormon
Or, SECRET WORK IN SALT LAKE CITY

By A NEW YORK DETECTIVE

CHAPTER I.—The Bradys Keep Appointment.

Nowhere in the United States does one find

grander scenery than at the westerly end of the

far-famed Weber Canyon, in the Wahsatch range,

Utah. Here the Union Pacific railroad winds in

and out between peaks which seem to tower to

the very skies, following the bend of the Weber
River. At all seasons the scenery here is most
striking, and at no point in this vast canyon is

it more so than at Bolivar Station, three miles

fl-om the canyon's westerly end.

Upon a certain night in December, a few years

ago, an elderly gentleman alighted from the west-

bound local at Bolivar at a little after six o'clock.

He was a tall striking person whose peculiar

dress made him still more striking. He wore a

long blue coat with brass buttons, an old-fash-

ioned stock and stand-up collar and a large white

hat with an extraordinarily broad brim. Being
the only passenger the attention of the station

agent was instantly attracted to him and he ad-

vanced toward the old gentleman and said:
- "Good evening, sir. Were you looking for some
onp lo take you up to the mine?"
"No," was the reply. "I am w^aiting for a gen-

tleman who will arrive on the east-bound over-

land express."
"But the overland express does not stop here.

You see we have no inhabitants at Bolivar except
myself and family. The station is kept up for

the benefit of the mine."
"The express will stop to-night."
"1 suppose you know that arrangements have

been made to have it stop?"
"Yes."
"In the meantime won't you come to my house

and take pot luck with us at supper? It is only
a little way up the glen. It will be snowing here
in a few minutes. The express isn't due for an
hour and my orders require me to lock the sta-

tion. I am not supposed to return here to-night."

"Don't trouble yourself. If I had to sleep her©
on the bench it would not kill me. If necessity
requires I will come to your house. Meanwhile
pardon me if I was too abrupt."

"Good night," said the agent, turaing on his

heel.

"Good night," replied the old gentleman, "good
night."
The agent vanished, muttering to himself."

"I know who you are, all right, all right. I've

seen your phiz in the papers too many times to

be mistaken. If you hain't Old King Brady, the
detective, I'll eat my head."

He was right. The old gentleman with the big
white hat and the long blue coat was none other
than America's most widely know^n detective.
The person he was expecting on the overland wa=!
Young King Brady, his pupil and partner, who
had been for some weeks in San Francisco on
^pecial business, while the old detective himself
nad come directly from New York. But the in-

quisitive station agent was right. To him, and
for igood reason it appeared positively dangerous
for a man so well advanced in years as Old King
Brady to attempt to get anywhere in that lonely
region in the face of an approaching snowstorm.
But the old detective is one of the kind who
never permits the thought of danger to enter
into his calculations.

He coolly lighted a cigar and began pacing the
platfoim. Suddenly a puff of wind was felt fol-

lowed by others until' there was a steady blow
across the canyon. If the wind had come with
the line of the canyon it would have been unen-
durable, but as its force was broken by the range,
it was scarcely felt. Within half an hour the
snow began to fall. It accumulated rapidly and
was several inches deep by the time the whistle
of the overland was heard. Old King Brady
paused and listened.

"What if it should not stop?" he asked him-
self.

Then in an instant came the two whistles. The
old detective, with a sigh of relief, stood back
and waited for the train to come. In a moment
it came thundering up to the station and stoppeci.

A stylish-lookinig young fellow dropped from the
smoking car. The conductor waved his lantern
and the train moved on as the Bradys stood shak-
ing hands.

"So you came, Harry?" said Old King Brady.
"I was beginning to feel a bit anxious lest there
should be some hitch."

"No; I got your telegram. The worry might
well have been on my side. I was wondering if

you would be able to make it in this storm."
"The storm has but just begun here. I saw no

snow during my ride across the plains."

"We have had it for some hours. It wasr a
foot deep in Ogden. But what's in the wind,
Governor ? What is the meaning of this call ?

"

"Come with me, Harry. We will talk as we
walk," was the reply.

"But where are we bound? They told me on
the train that there was nothing here but the
agent's house."

"That is correct. Our destination is a deserted
hut about a mile east of this."
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"And we are to meet "

"A man. Who he is I do not know."
"Mystery at the start."

"We must start," leplied Old Kini^- Brady, and
they did.

"And now for details," said the old detective,

as they walked along. "I received a letter the
other day which i wjil show you \>'hen opportu-
nity offers. It ran like this:

'•'\ou will particularly oblige me by being at

Bolivar, Utah, on the night of the 10th of De-
cember at eight o'clock, prepared to take up a
case for a friend of mine who desires to keep
even his name a profound secret. As this case
involves a move against the Mormons, the neces-
sity for secrecy will be apparent. Bolivar is

merely a station; there are no houses. The stop
is maintained for the benefit of the Rosebud Gold
Mine, back among the mountains.

" 'Upon arriving there you will walk east about
one mile, following the Union Pacific tracks, and
stop at an old deserted hut which you will find

concealed in a deep glen to the left of the rail-

road. Here at the hour named my friend will

meet you and state his case. He is a man who
is perfectly responsible, but as he desires to re-

main unknown, I will personally hold myself re-

sponsible for your bill.'

"That was about the substance of the letter,

Harry, and will serve to explain to you why we
are here."
"And the name signed?" demanded Young King

Brady. "It must have been a pretty heavy one
to induce you to take up the case."

"It was. The name was that of United States
Senator Standish, of New York."

"Indeed! Of course you could not refuse."

"Not very well, seeing that this is the third

important case he has thrown our way. Of
course, the importance of this remains to be dem-
onstrated; that it will be, I have no doubt."
"These Mormon cases mean dangerous work,

Governor."
, "That's what they do. Those who believe that

the strong arm of power of the Mormons is for-

ever broken are most beautifully mistaken, as we
have igood reason to know."

The Bradys pushed on through the storm. At
last the tracks took a turn w^hich brought the

wind to their backs.
"We ought to be pretty near the hut by this

time," remarked Old King Brady. "I hope you
are keeping a sharp watch out."

"I have been, and I see no sign of it," was the

reply.

Soon the Bradys spied the hut. It was one of

those queer old stone structures which in early

days of transcontinental railroading one used to

see scattered all along the line between Ogden
and Cheyenne. These were the relay houses of

the old pony express mail route to San Francisco,

which went out of business after the railroad had
been put through.

"By Jove, we shall freeze to death in that

place," exclaimed Harry, as they approached the

old stone hut.

And indeed the outlook was not an inviting

one. Not a window but what was sashless, and
in one place the shingle roof had fallen in. Old
King Brady got out his electric flashlight. They
entered the hut and looked around.

"Well, well!" he exclaimed. "Some one has
prepared for our comJng', at all events."

It was indeed so. Upon the floor lay a big
basket and various packa.ges. Harry promptly
tackled the outfit. We propose to tabulate the
result: Two small mattresses. Two double mis-
sion blankets; two pillows. One stable lantera.
A package containing plates, cups and saucers,
knives and forks. A basket filled with eatables
and drinkables, the latter consisting of two bot-
tles of champagne and one of whisky. Piled in
one comer was a lot of dry wood. In the open
fireplace wood was laid ready to light, and there
was a box of matches to do the lighting with.
The bagging was evidently intended to nail up
over the windows and door and in a measure to
exclude the cold. This Old King Brady proceed-
ed to do, while Harry lighted the fire and pre-
pared supper. Soon the room, was fairly warm
and the detectives tackled the provisions and
made a hearty meal. Eight o'clock came, and
there was nothing doing. So it was at nine and
ten. By this time the storm had increased, and
when Harry went outside to see how things were,
he found that the snow was nearly a foot deep
on the level.

"We shall see no one to-night," he declared.
"I am afraid that is so," replied Old King

Brady, "but somebody must have been here quite
recently, just the same. These things can't have
been here long or some tramp would have had
them."
The pa'ssing of a heavy freight train put an

end to the conversation for the moment.
"Do you notice how the ground trembles here?"

remarked Harry.

"I do," replied Old King Brady, "and to my
mind that would indicate the existence of a cav-
ern beneath us. The trembling of the ground
also accounts for another thing."
"Which is what?"
"You perhaps observed those great masses of

rock which lay scattered all about the glen?"
"Yes; they must have fallen from above."
"Certainly they did, and that perhaps because

of the unsteadines"S of the ground."

"I hope none takes a notion to fall on the hut
while we sleep."

The words w^ere scarcely spoken when there ,

was a thunderous crash outside. i

"By gracious, there's a piece coming down
now!" cried Harry.

"Let us go out and see," replied Old King
Brady. "No doubt the constant jarring of the
trains helps it along."
Harry pulled aside the bagging at the door.
"Good evening, gentlemen!"
Thus saying, a man walked into the room.
"You are the Brady detectives?" he added. "I

am the party \\ath whom you have an appoint-
ment here to-niight."

CHAPTER II.—A Narrow Escape.

The stranger was a tall, heavily built man,
well past middle life. He carried about him
every appearance of prosperous refinement. Old
King Brady stepped forward and extended his

hand, which was heartily shaken.
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"Your partner, Young- King Brady, I presume?"
said the stranger.
Old King Brady introduced Harry.

*'I thank you for going to all this trouble to

meet me on so disagreeable a night," said the

unknown, adding:
"And I trust that the few preparations I have

been able to make for your comfort have not

come amiss."
"They are quite satisfactory," replied Old King

Brady. "We have -been entirely comfortable

•here."

"I regret that I could not provide chairs, but
circumstances rendered that impossible. Don't

stand, gentlemen. Return to your mattresses.

Allow me to offer cigars."

"I prefer to stand," replied Oldv King Brady,

accepting the cigar. "Now, let us come to busi-

ness. It is unusual for me to consent to deal

with a persoA who has not confidence enough in

me and my partner to tell his name, but I could

not refuse Senator Standish."

"He said it would be so," replied the stranger.

"Now, Mr. Brady, I would cheerfully confide my
name to you but for one fact. If it should come
to be known to the Mormons that I had engaged

your services in this matter, my life would not

be worth thirty cents."

"Mr. Mormon" took two or three turns up and

, down the floor, then proceeded to state his case.

"I have had four wives," said Mr. Mormon,
"and, as it has strangely come about, all are dead

and I now find myself alone. I have had eighteen

children, and, what is still stranger for a Tnan

of our people, nearly all these are dead, but—I

—

er—mean all."

He stopped abruptly. Old King Brady silently

nodded.
"That slip of the tongue tells the story," he

said to himself. "His children are not all dead."

"I am a bit confused," continued Mr, Mormon.
"The fact is, I have come a long way and am
very much fatigued. As I was saying, I am en-

tirely alone in the world, and it is my firm in-

tention to quit Mormonism and Salt Lake City,

w^here I reside, and that at once if you success-

fully accomplish the mission I wish you to un-

dertake. Should you fail, I am tied there until

death releases me, for in that case I must con-

tinue to profess a belief which I inwardly hate

and despise."
'•And now," said Old King Brady, "I thoroutgihly

understarid your own position. Proceed to state

your case."

"It concerns a young woman in whom I am
deeply interested," replied Mr. Mormon. "Her
name is Grace Blanchard. Her father is one of

-^the highest dignitaries of the Mormon sect and
a man in every w^ay to be feared. This young
lady, like myself, has seen enough of the hor-

rors of the Mormon system to make her abhor it.

She likewise desires to escape, and I have prom-
ised to aid her and to send her abroad where she

will be safe,"

"Miss Blanchard had the misfortune to be seal-

ed, as we call it, to a man old enough to be her
grandfather, and that at the early age of fif-

teen years. She is now eighteen. Do you un-
derstand what I mean by being sealed?"

"Promised to him in marriage under the rites

of the church," replied Old King Brady.

"Exactly, but we consider it marriage," said
Mr. Mormxon. "Very well put: so well, in fact,
that I need go into no further explanation. This
man, who is the celebrated—I had better say no-
torious—Elder Orson, is so near the top of the
Mormons that his power is unlimited. He is a
cold-blooded, rapacious scoundrel; a man who
has stuck at nothing, not even murder, to gain
his ends. Such has ever been his character; it is

so still. His wealth is enormous, ' his influence
second to none. He now has five wives living
and as many more dead. He has also upwards of
thirty girls sealed to him. These he may never
marry, but should he demand one as a wife she
will have to marry him or die. Such was the
position of Grace Blanchard up to a moHth ago.
At that time Elder Orson informed her that he
proposed to marry her on the fifteenth of this
month."

Again Old King Brady nodded, but did not
speak.
"As the case stands now, you can imagine the

feelings of this unfortunate young Mormon. She
thought to escape her fate by running away, and
actually started for San Francisco. She never
reached there. In some mysterious manner she
disappeared from the train before it crossed the
Nevada line. What became of her is unknown to

me, but there can be no doubt that she is in the
hands of certain women undergoing what we call

probation. Unless she can be rescued from these
people nothing can save her from being secretly

married to Elder Orson on the fifteenth. So you
see, gentlemen, you only have five days to work
in—a very short time." -

"Is it supposed that her father knows where
she is?" inquired Old King Brady.
"He does not; he cannot. Nobody knows but

Orson and the people who are concealing her."

"Well, Mr. Mormon," said the old detective,

"we will undertake your case, but by your own
showing it will be with very slight hope of suc-

cess."

"I am perfectly aware of that, sir. If you
succeed, I am prepared to pay you all expenses
and a fee so liberal that you will be surprised."

"And now for your clues?"
"Yes, we have reached that point. Now my

clues are of the most intangible kind; first, I

will say that immediately after learning that

Grace had failed to reach San Francisco, I en-

gaged a local detective to go Y/est by the same
train and pump the conductor and brakeman. It

amounted to little, for both were Mormons; but
he did learn that Grace left the train at a point

between White Rock and Elkhora, where the

train w^as stalled for half an hour on account of

some trouble in the road. He could not learn

that she had returned to the cars, so
"

"Pardon me, but why did shfe get off the

train ?
"

"Almost all the passengers did. Thev were
walking about while waiting for the train to

move."
"I see; and the next?"
"Well, this man returned to Whits Rock and

rode horseback to where the train was stalled.

He then struck south and rode twenty or thirty

miles over the desert. About fifteen miles south

of the line he picked up this."
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Mr. Mormon drew from his pocket a blue au-

tv. iviobile veil.

"it bcioiiged to the young iatly?" the old de^

tective inquiied.

"How can you be sure?"
"By this tear in the edge."
"Anoviier veil miiM nave been torn at the

edge."

"It is all I can say."

"A very poor clue."

"I told you that."
"Airy- further clues?"
"Or,iy this, by a certain person I was informed

that Grace was seen riding in an automobile late

one niglat just south of Salt Lake City."

"Who is the person?"
"I must not tell."

"You put us at a great disadvantage."

"I know it; still it cannot be helped."

"Was .the auto heading for Salt Lake City?"
"Yes."
"Then it would seem as if the girl was there?"
"She may have been merely going to the taber-

nacle."

"For what purpose?"
"You would not understand if I told you. To

go through a certain ceremony necessary to her
coming marriage."

"Was this long after her disappearance?"
"About a week."
"Any fuii:her clues?"
"Noiie. I have said my say. I shall now de-

part. You will undertake the case?"
"Yes. We. will remain here to-night, push on

to Salt Lake City to-moriov/, and iget right to

work."

"Very good. I will give you a retainer. A
c-ouple of thousand "

"No. V\^e Vv'ant no m.oney."
"But I insist."

"So do L Vv'e are v/orking for Senator Stand-
ish. Shall we report to him?"
"Do so, please."

"One thing more."
"W^ell?"
"In case we should succeed in rescuing this

young Vv^oman, what shall we do with her?"
"Let me think." Mr. Mormon paced the floor

a few minutes and then said:

"Would it be askirg too much for you to see

her through to Washington and there to turn her
over to the care of Senator Standish?"

"Not at all. We can do that."

"Then nothing remains but for me to say good
night. Don't follow m_e, please,"

Ml. Moi-mon, having shaken hands with both
the Bradys, went out of the hut.

"But I will follow yon, my friend," muttered
Old King Brady, "ajid a trail in the snow gives
us just the chance to do it. Come on, Harry.
We must see where that man igoes."

Accustomed to implicit obedience, Young King
Brady followed his partner out into the storm.
Thry could see nothing of Mr. Mormon.

' Oet the lantern," said the old detective.

y ]an back for it. There was the man's
'-.adir.g tov ard the tracks. At the same mo-

] : the old detective's sharp ears caught a
: cund which told the story.

"He came on a handcar and he is going off the
same way," he said.

Ti.e words had scarcely left his lips when over-
|

head there came a noise like the roll of thunder.
^

'•Back, back!" shouted Old King Brad v.

They jumped away, and it was well that they
did, ivi- -cii tx.e saiue instant a great mass of rock
came crashing down from the clilfs above them.
It struck the hut, utterly demolishing it and
burying the ruins deep among a mass of sand
and stone.

CHAPTEPv III.—The Bradys Save the Express.

For the moment both the Bradys stood as
j

though paralyzed. 1

"For Heaven's sake!" gasped Harry. "Where ^

would we have been now if we had remained in i

the hut?" •

Old King Brady drew his handkerchief from
his pocket and wipe-d his forehead, for the per-

;

spiration had started out all over him. s

"Harry," he gasped, "I just had to get out of ^

that hut, and I can't tell you why."
"It is a mighty lucky thing for both of us

|
that you had that feeling come over you, then;

|
but for that, we should both be dead."

|
Just then there was another crash at the en-

|
trance to the glen.

|

"Great Scott! is the whole Wahsatch range
,

tumbling down?" exclaimed Harry.
Tj;ie Bradys hurried to the entrance to the

glen, being glad enough to get out of the dan- 1

gerous place. Here they found that a large
mass of rock had fallen directly upon the west- \

bound track.

"Here's a bad job!" cried Old King, Brady,
j

"V/e are not strong enough to move that biggest I
piece; there will surely be a smash-up here if we|
don't do something to prevent it." ^

Old King Brady got out a timetable and care-
fully studied it.

"Why, Harry," he said, "the overland express
^

west is due here within fifteen minutes."
"Something must be done."
"It certainly must. Thank goodness, you went

back for the iantem."

"But we can't stop the train with that."
"Fortunately, I have with me one of my old

red banaana handkeichiefs, which you alvays
make so much fun of; wrapped around the lan-
tern, that will turn the trick."

"Give me the lantern. Governor. I can walk
faster through this snow than you can. Come-
along at your le'sure. This is a one-man job." ;

Old King Brady now tied his red handkerchief^
around the lanteiTi. and Harry seized it and hur-

^

ried back. The old detective slowly followed. At
last he came to a place v/here he could look for '

considerable distance dov/n the canyon. Away
ahead of him he could see Harry's light bobbing t

up and down close to the ground. All at once I

Young King Brady raised it and began to wave.
"He hears the express," thought the old de- «

tective. "Yes," he added mentally, after a min- \

ute, "there she comes!"
|

Suddenly the whistle shrieked.
\"Now they sec," thought Old King Brady. I

"Yes, they are slov.'ing dov n. I only hope they .*
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don't shoot poor HaiTy, thinking he is a hold-up

man." ^, ^ .

And indeed there was danger. The tram ran

past Young King Brady and stopped. Hariy saw
the fireman jump off with a rifio in his hand.

"What is it?" he shouted, raising the rifle. "No
monkey business unless you v.-ant me to fire!"

"No' monkey business in this!" called Harry.

"There is a big rock on the track ahead."

"How far ahead?"
"At the big glen a mile this side of Bolivar.

"I know the place. Rock has fallen there be-

fore. Who are you?"
'•I'll introduce myself later. Can I get

aboard?"
The conductor and brakeman were out now.

The former came hurrying toward Harry and

asked for information, which he (got.

"Get aboard," he said. "Where are you head-

ing for?"

"Ogden," replied Harry. "I have a friend on

ahead. We were going to put in the night at the

old hut in the glen, but that is knocked to pieces,

too."

Young King Brady now boarded the train,

which moved slowly forward to the obstruction.

Old King Brady, seeing how matters were work-

ing, pushed his way back through the snow.

When Harry jumped off the train he could see

nothing of him. The train crew went right to

work on the rock. They had crowbars in the

baggage car and seemed to know just what to do.

In a few minutes the obstruction had been re-

moved.
"Where's your partner, young fellow?" de-

manded the conductor. "V\^e are off now."

"Just what I was wondering myself," replied

Harry, looking around among the bunch of pas-

sengers who had left the train to see what was
going on. "Oh, there he is!"

Old King Brady v/as right behind him, but he
had not known it. The fact was the old detec-

tive had just made one of his lightning changes
around the comer of the rocks in the glen.

Harry would scarcely have known him had he
not received a secret sign. Old King- Brady
stepped forward now and addressed the conduc-
tor.

"If you can carry us through to O^den I shall

be obliged, conductor," he said. "My young
friend gJid I had business at the Rosebud and
coming down the mountain we missed our way
and were too late for the local. We started to

put in the night in the hut up the glen here, but
these landslides have ran us out."

"Get aboard," said the conductor. "I'll carry
you through."

In a minute the Bradys found themselves seat-

ed in the smoking compartment of a warm, com-
fortable car flying west at fifty miles an hour.
Soon the conductor came in and sat down to talk.

Old King Brady gave him a cigar and started to
draw him out a bit. He soon discovered that the
man was well acquainted in Salt Lake City, where
he had lived for some years. Another interest-
ing fact was discovered: The conductor enter-
tained a deadly hatred against the Mormons.
Old King Brady sounded him carefully and came
to the conclusion that there was no sham about
his talk.

"Conductor," he said suddenly, "you did not be-
lieve the story I told you to-night?"
The conductor gave him a peculiar look.
"To be honest with you, I didn't," he said.
"And why?"
"Because—well, for two reasons."
"The story was not true. We were not at the

Rosebud Mine. What were your two reasons?"
"In the first plaxe, the station agent at Bolivar

has a good house and three spare rooms. He is,
as I happen to know, under contract with the
Rosebud people to entertain any one who has"
business with them who happens to get left
over."

"Excellent reason; and the other?"
"How the deuce would you, a stranger here,

know about the old hut up the glen?"
^
"You are a good reasoner. I told you that fic-

tion because I had to say something, and I did
not care to tell my real business, but I am goins-
to tell it now."
"You don't have to. Your friend saved the

train, all right. The engiraer would never have
seen the rock in this storm. I'm not a man to
pry into other people's afiairs."

Old King Brady displayed his shield.
"A detective?"
"Yes."
"Both of you?"
"Sure," said Harry. "I'm in the business, too."
"We have told you this," continued Old Kin^

Brady, "because we have business in Sr.lt Lake
City. That business brought us here to-nio-ht,
and we actually did intend stopping in tlie hut.
This, hov/ever, is much- more to my liking-, an:!
now I am going to ask your help."

"How can I help you?"
"Our business concerns your friends, the Mor-

mons."
The conductor burst out with another torrent

of abuse against the Latter Day Saints.
"It is like this," continued the old detective:

"a young girl has been abducted, and it is be-
lieved that the Mormons did it; that they intend
to marry her to an old elder who already "has half
a dozen wives. We are going to rescue the
young woman if we can."

"If you can, is well put." said the conductor
dryly. "If you don't get abducted yourselves, you
will do well. I don't envy you your job."

"If you could, would you help us?"
"I would do it quick enough; but I can't im-

agine any v/ay in which I can. Who is your
elder?"

"Orson."
The conductor whistled.
"Look out!" he exclaimed. "You are fishing in

deep waters. That man has more power than
any one in Jtah. If he .r>-ets an inkling of your
business in Salt Lake City, he will turn his
Danites on you, and then your name will be
mud."

"Ts there really so much danger in these days?
I thought all that had changed."

"Outwardly, yes. A gentile, so long as he
minds his own business, will never be interfered
with, and you will find plenty of people in Salt
Lake City who would laugh at you as a crank
and a fool if you were to talk as I am talking
now; but I tell you, my d&sr sir, they are dead
wrong. Just let a man butt in on the private
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affairs of a man like Elder Orson, and he will
blame soon find himself in the soup. Many a
man has suddenly disappeared within the last
few years. They vnW find ways to get at you,
and once you are in their clutches the law is pow-
erless to help you. I'm giving it to you straight."

"I don't question your statement for an in-
stant," replied the old detective; "but I am sat-
isfied that you can help us if you will."

"I certainly will if I can, but I fail to see
how."

"Don't you know some one in Salt Lake City
who feels as you do toward the Mormons?"

"Lots."
"And who knows the inside workings of the

Church?"
"No; that's another part of speech. Hold on,

thouigh; I have just thought of a fellow who
might lend a hand."

"Ah, I thought so. What is his grievance?"
"He's a Mormon. His own daughter was sealed

to Elder Phillips, and he married her. She v/as
taken away suddenly like this girl you speak of.

She only lived a year after the marriag^e. The
father has secretly been very bitter against the
Mormons ever since, but just the same I wouldn't
trust him. I wouldn't trust any Mormon. Un-
der the pressure of their clan, he would be dead
sure to give you away."
"But under ordinary circumstances, no?"
"I think he would be worth trying. I know for

a certainty that he would like to help you in a
case of this sort."

"Give me a line of introduction to him. I may
find it convenient to use him," said Old King
Brady.
And he got the letter. It was addressed to

Peter Trautwine, locksmith, bell hanger and elec-

trician at Salt Lake City. And the train flew on,
landing the Bradys at Ogden in time to enable
them to get several hours' sleep.

CHAPTEE IV.—HariT Stumbles Upon Mystery.

The Bradys ran down to Salt Lake City on the
nine o'clock train out of Oigden next morning.
They put up at the Dorrance House, registering
under assumed names.
"Do you propose to tackle this man Trautwine,

Governor?" asked Harry, when they found them-
selves in the privacy of their own room.
"Not at onoe, certainly," replied Old King Bra-

dy. "I have other plans which I shall try first.

I brought out a letter to a banker named Mul-
lins, whom I shall visit at once. He is a man
thoroughly reliable, and as he has resided here
for many years, he is pretty well posted. The
letter is from his Wall Street correspondent, and
will surely cany weight."
"And what can I do in the meantime?"
"Look up Elder Orson, find out all you can

about him. Also Blanchard, the father of the
missing girl."

"Hold on. Governor, I've got an idea."

"What is it?"
"If Trautwine was to be told that the abducted

girl was Grace Blanchard, the daughter of a
prominent Mormon elder, he might be disinclined
to meddle in the matter, but suppose I gave her
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a fictitious name, say that she has come -from
the East, and pretend to be personally interested ,i

in her—what about that?" ' 1

Old King Brady pondered a few minutes.
"I think that is an excellent idea," he said at

length; "but you want to make careful notes of
what you say to him. The story, once started,
must be strictly adhered to."
The Bradys separated soon after. Old Kinigi

Brady went directly to the banking office of
Mullins & Co. and presented his letter. He was
cordially received by Mr. Mullins, who proved to
be an elderly gentleman, calm and dignified. Old
King Brady frankly stated his case, omitting,
however, all mention of Mr. Mormon.

"I knov7 John Blanchard i:^rfectly well," said
Mr. Mullins. "I cannot imagine that he would
brook any interference in this matter. I have no
doubt he knows where his daughter is."

^
"I am informed that he does not," replied Old

King Brady, "and that he is anxious to prevent
this marriage with Elder Orson."

"It seems incredible. You are aware that Blan-
chard is himself a Mormon elder?"

"I was not."
"Well, he is. Do you propose seeing him?"
"I hadn't thought of it. Is he in town?"
"I don't think so. Last I heard he was in

Washington. He is one of a Mormon committee
who are conducting the case of Senator Sproul,
the Mormon v;ho wa,s elected to the United States

:

Senate, and to whom admission has bee- ^ h Id i

up."
"I know. Do you know Orson?"
"Perfectly."
"What soi-t of a man is he?"
Mr. Mullins glanced nervously about him.
"He stands high," he said. "He is only se cond

j

to the head of the church, but between ourselves 1

I believe him to be a thorough scoundrel. He
\

has it in his power to make it very unpleasant i

for you. Candidly, Mr. Brady, I advise you to-
|

drop this case. You never can succeed. Further- !

more, by pushing the matter, you run an immense '

personal risk."

"Is it so dangerous, then?" .

"Dangerous! My dear sir, you outsiders little ,!

dream what we have to contend with here. You
walk about, this beautiful city and see law and
order everywhere observed and fail to realize
that the secret councils of the Mormons still pre- '

vail and are a power against which it is exceed-
ingly dangerous to fight."

"Thanks for your warning. I think I under-
stand the. situation. Now do me the favor to an-
swer a few questions."
"Any that you may ask. I have no fear that .?

you will betray me."
"About this man Blanchard. What is his busi- \

ness?"
I

"Oh, he is a capitalist. He is interested in ?

railroads, mines, real estate, and so on. He is
'

worth two or three millions. One of our most ':

prominent men."
"What does he look like?"
"He is tall and rather stout, dark eyes, gray

hair. A striking-looking man."
"What about his family? Is he also a much- .

married man?" -
|

"Was. His wives are all dead, I understand.** I

"And his children?" i
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"I believe they are all deau; hue this daui^'hter

you speak of, i am not positive, but 1 have under-
stood that he has been singularly unfortunate
with his children."

"You cannot suggest any way by which I can
Igiain a clue to this girl's whereabouts?"

"I cannot. From what you tell me, I have no
doubt she is simply undergoing probation. It

would be rank sacrilege to interiere wath her."

"But Orson can t marry her openly under the
law."
"Oh, no. Not in these days. He will locate

her in some house with others and maintain her
secretly. It is done every day. The Mormons
pretend to have abandoned polygamy, but that is

the mei^st sham. It flourishes just as much as

ever. The only difference is that they no longer
keep all their v/ives under one roof."

Old King Brady gave it up as far as any di-

rect assistance from the banker was concerned.
He only put one more question before leaving,

and that was to know if Mr. MuUins would in-

troduce him to Elder Orson. But this the bank-
er most emphatically declined to do.

"I know him perfectly well, and under ordi-

nary circumstances would not hesitate to intro-

duce you," he said; "but I can't mix up in this."

And so Old King Brady left the banker's but
little wiser than when he entered. Except on
one point. That was Mr. Mormon. If he had
felt any doubts before, he had none now. In his

way of thinking, Mr. Mormon wa.s surely no less

a person than Elder Blanchard himself. Mean-
while Harry had run up against a first-class mys-
tery. Trautwine's address was on Rigdon street.

Here Harry found a little shop, with rooms be-
hind it, a one-story affair. A huge wooden pad-
lock hung as a sign in front of the place. The
window was a litter of old locks, keys, bells,

rusty tools, and the like. Youmg King Brady
tried the door with confidence, expecting to walk
right in. In this he was balked, however, for
the door proved to be locked. Harry rapped on
the glass and shook the door. A man came out
of a cigar store next door.

"Did you w^ant to see old man Trautwine?" he
asked.

"Yes," replied Harry. "Isn't he in?"
"He must have gone away somewhere. I have

not seen him in the last two days."
"That's too bad. I had particular business with

cigar dealer looked Harry over curiously.

"Are you a church man?" lie asked abruptly.
"Meaning a Mormon?"
"Yes, But I see you are not."

"Why do you say that?"
"Because you never would have answered that

way if you had been a Mormon."
"Are you one?"
The cigar dealer shook his head.
"Yon bet I hain't," he said, adding: "You're a

stranger in Salt Lake City?"
"Yes; and no Mormon. I'm from New York."
"So? I'm from there myself originally; that's

how I knew you were as soon as I heard you
speak. Do you know old Trautwine at all?"

"No."

"The reason T am making all this talk," said
the cigar man. lo^ erin'^ his voice to a whisper,
"is because I think something ouight to be done.

Personally, i don t ever expect to see the old
man again."
"And why?"
"it is almost unsafe to breathe it, especially to

a stranger; but he has been under the ban of
the Mormons this long while. I have no doubt
they have done him at last."

"Killed him?"
"Ta, ta! How should I know what they do

with their victims ? Sometimes they disappear;
sometimes they commit suicide, or are supposed
to."

"Trautwine was a Moraion, then?"
"Oh, sure, but he was on the outs with them

and secretly hated the whole bunch. Many a
time he told me that his finish was in sight, and
that lately, too."

"V/here does he live?"
"Right there in the shop. He has no family.

He lived all by himself."
"A Mormon without a family! That sounds

strange."
"Oh, he had wives and children enough in his

day, but he drank and wouldn't or couldn't sup-
port them. The Church doesn't stand for that
sort of thing."

"Are his wives and children living?"
"I'm sure I don't know\ He never told me a

thing about them, but, here, I am taking up your
time."
"Not at all. I am deeply interested. Not that

I have any special interest in Trautwine. I

merely wanted to get a key made; but suppose
we go in there and have a look?"
"You can't; the door is locked. I don't think

he can be there. The day before yesterday he
told me that he had to go to Park City and might
not be back for a day or two."

"Oh, then that puts an entirely different face
on the matter."

"I know it would seem so, but just the same I

can't help feeling worried about him."
"I can open the door. Let's go in."

Harry produced a peculiar pair of nippers, long
and slim.. With these he managed to seize the
end of the key and so turn it that it stood even
with the lock. Then, with a sudden push, he
sent the key flying out upon the floor. Harry
produced a bunch of skeleton keys.

"Say, you must be in the business!" exclaimed
the cigar man.

"I am. Here's your open door."
The door flew back and they entered the shop.
"If he is anywhere, you'll find him in the

back room," said the cigar man.
"Hey, Trautwine! Trautwine!" he shouted.
There was no answer. They pushed on through

the workshop and the cigar man, who was ahead,
drew aside the curtain.

"Great heavens! He's here, all right!" he
gasped.

Such was the fact. Stretched upon the bed,
fully dressed, lay the body of an old man. One
glance told the story. Tr*autv*'ine, the locksmith,
was dead.

CHAPTER v.—Old King Brady Disappears.

"He has killed himself," said the cigar man.
And indeed it look-d so. The bed and the floor

were covered with blood. There was a bullet
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hole in the old man's coat just over the heart.
Upon the floor, as thouigih it had dropped from
the hand which hung down, lay a revolver.

"He has killed himself," said the cigar man.
"I knew it would come to this. He got his warn-
ing most likely. These things are common out
here."

"It's a bad job," said Harry. "Hadn't you bet-
ter notify the police?"

"I suppose I had, but I hate like thunder to
butt in."

"Go and telephone. I'll stay here till you get
back."
The cigar man departed. This was just what

Harry wanted.
"If this poor wretch has left any papers behind

him, telling about his own case, it may help us
cut," he thought.

Hurriedly he examined the dead man's pockets.
Nothing of any interest to him turned up. Then
he went through the bureau drawers and tliose

of the table and looked into an old desk which
st-ocd in the corner. Here he came upon some-
thing worth while. It was a little memorandum
book which appeared to be in the style of a
diary. Harry ran over it and saw that he had
found a prize. But there was no chance to ex-
amine it carefully nor to look for anything else,

for just then the cigar man returaed. He was
promptly followed by a policeman, and then an-
other came. Harry slipped out of the business
by givir.igi a false name and address. He now
hurried back to the hotel, where he found Old
King Brady in the room.

"Well, v/hat's the word?" demanded the old de-

tective. "Did you see Trautwine?"
"Saw all there was left of him."
"What do you mean by that?"
"The man "is dead."
"Thunder! Did the gang get after him, then?"
"That's what his neighbors think."
"Tell me all about it, Harry. You have come

up against nothing, same as I did with IVIullins,

it seems."
"I am not so sure of it in my case. See here."
"The dead man's diary!"
"That's what it seems to be, and there are re-

peated allusions to Elder Orson in it."

"Harry, this is great. We must study this

thing."

"That's what I brought it here for."

For the next hour the Bradys studied Harry's
find. We should like to give the result of this

work and to furnish quotations from this "re-
markable book," as v/e find it called in Old King
Brady's notes on the case of Mr. Mormon. But
unfortunately said notes give an idea of its con-
tents only in a general way. There were many
unfavorable allusions to Elder Orson. The dis-

appearance of the Blanchard girl was mentioned
three times. One sentence was seized up by the
Bradys as a tangible clue. It was this:

"I have no doubt, after what I saw and heard
to-day, that Grace Blanchard is concealed in the
secret temple under the Dingham street den.

Would to Heaven I could summon courage to help
her, but the risk is too great. There my poor
child did probation which ended in her untimely
death."

It was upon this hint that the Bradys proceed-
ed to act.

"What we have to do is to find what the unfor-
tunate man means by the Dingham street den,"
said Old King Brady. "I think, Harry, I will quit
my disguise and go boldly to the police."
Young King Brady shrugged his shoulders.
"You don't like it?"
"You know of the dangers of such a move."
"But the police are not Mormons, nor in Mor-

mon pay."
"Who knows whether they are or not?"
"What you say is true enough. Still we have

got to get a stai-t."

"I don't pretend to advise you, Governor, but it
seems to me that our best plan is to make this
secret work clear through to the end."
The old detective reflected for a few minutes.
"Well, well, Harry, have it your way," he said

at length. "Anyhow, I quit my disguise."
And with this compromise the matter rested.
"We'll take a cab and drive to Dingham street,"

said Old King Brady.
"Why a cab?" asked Harry.
"Didn't you notice those open cabs, where the

driver sits in front? We v»^iil asj[c the fellow to
show us the points of interest. We may pick up
some clue to this Dingham street den."

Old King Brady now looked up Dingham street
on the map. He found that it ran far out on the
north side of the city, and after several turns
ended at the Great Salt Lake. The Bradys en-
gaged their cab at the station. Thus there v/as
nothing to hinder the progress of the drive. The
driver, however, did not pan out according to
expectations, for he proved to be a silent little

man. Old King Brady gave him a fictitious num-
ber, which he knew must take them far out on
Dingham street.

"I am not sure, sir," said the driver, "but it

seems to me that the numbers don't go out that
far. Haven't you made -a mistake?"

"I don't^ think so/' was the reply. "Take us
out there and we will see."

The driver made no further objection, and they
started. Beautiful residences lined each side for
a long way out.

"What class of people live in these houses,
driver?"
"Good •class."

"Is this your best street for residences?"
"One of them."
"Mostly Mormons living here?"
"Some are and some hain't."

"Does the celebrated Elder Orson live out this

way ?
"

"No. He lives on Wahsatch street."

"Elder Blanchard?"
"Yes, he lives out beyond here."
"Show me his house when we come to it."

"Ail right."

They passed beyond the continuous line of
houses. Now they began to be scattering, with
stretches of desert between. The houses them-
selves took on more the nature of vjjlas. At last
the lake loomed up ahead and there was but one
more house in sight. Nothing had been said
about Elder Blanchard's house and Old King
Brady concluded to drop the matter. THe driver
was evidently not a man to confide in. Just then
the fellow said:

"You see, it is as I told you, Cap. There is no
such number as you axed for."
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"Stop here," replied Old King Brady. "I be-

lieve that house on aliead there is the one I

want. I'll walk ahead and see."

What prompted the old detective to say this

he could scarcely have told, unless it was to

justify himself in the eyes of the driver.

"Harry, you stay here," he said. "I shall not
be gone but a minute."
He left the cab and walked toward the house,

which was the handsomest villa they had seen
standing, back from the street and almost on the
lake shore. The old detective went on to the
gate, which he opened, and, passing through the
grounds, ascended the steps.

"Did your friend want to see Elder Blan-
chard?" the driver suddenly asked.
"No," replied Harry; "he only wanted to know

where his house was."
"That's his house."
"Why in thunder, didn't -you say so before?"

demanded Harry angrily.

It was too late to help it now, for Old King
Brady was just entering the house. Several min-
utes passed, but Old King Brady did not appear.
"What can have got the Governor?" thought

Harry. "This is getting serious."

Fifteen minutes was spent thus.

"Say, I won't wait here no longer," growled
the driver. "You go on in there and tell him
so."

It was no use to fight with such a fellow.

"You get an extra half dollar if you will just

keep your mouth shut—see?" Harry said.

They v/aited until half an hour had passed, and
still nothinigi had been seen of Old King Brady.
Harry now began to be seriously alarmed.
"You may go now," he said to the cabman, who

had relapsed into silence. He gave him his extra
fee.

"But what will you do?" the fellow demanded.
"Remain here till my friend returns," was the

reply. *

Harry got out and the cabman drove away.
Harry walked on to the villa. Now he saw what
Old King Brady had himself observed. The
house was to all appearance closed. Harry went
into the yard and walked all around the house.
It was the same in the rear as in the front. Af-
ter waiting until an hour had passed, Harry de-
termined to act, even at the risk of interfering
with his partner's plans. Once more he went
into the grounds, and, ascending the stoop, rang
the bell. There was no answer. Again and again
he rang it, but it was just the same. Harry
looked all around, but there was no one in sight,

as this house v/as at the extreme end of every-
thing.
"By Jove! if I can't solve this mystery one way,

I will another," thought Yoiing King Brady, and
he produced his skeleton keys.
He expected to find the door bolted, but he

didn't. It yielded readily, and Harry walked into
the house.

CHAPTER VI.—Attacked by Unseen Foes.

Harry found himself in' a house which was fur-
nished in palatial style. But it had evidently
been untenanted for some time. While the fur-
niture and pictures remained in place, all small
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portable objects had been jacked up, as a number
of large cases which stood around testified.

Young King Brady went from room to room, but
could discover nobody. It ended in his leaving
the place in a state of great mental disturbance,
without having accomplished anything at all.

Meanwhile what had become of Old King Brady?
This mjst now be explained. The old detective,
as we have said, had no other intention when he
ascended the steps than to ring the bell and ask
for some mythical person. But v/iiat v/as his as-
tonishment when the door was opened, which
happened immediately, to find hims-^lf iu,v:lng-

Mormon! There stood the great unk/:o v'n wear-
ing his bearskin coat and cap, as. the ujt3ctlve3
had seen him at the hut.

"Mr. Mormon!" gasped the old detective, taken
entirely by surprise.

The man looked at him curiously. There was
an instant in hesitation before he spoke.

"So you have come here!" he then said. "What
is the meaning of this?"

"It was entirely a mistake," replied Old King
Brady. "I will explain."
"Come in, then. It is a bit cold with the door

open."
Even the voice was the same. Old King Brady

never questioned that he was talking to his vis-

itor of the night before.
"Old King Brady, the detective," said Mr.

Mormon, as they entered the parlor.
"Why, certainly. Surely you cannot fail to

recognize me?" the old detective replied.

"Oh, I recognize you, all right," was the an-
swer; "but I find myself at a loss to understand
how you came to be here."

"On account of the rock which fell, the express
stopped last night and we got aboard."

"I see, and came through to Ogden?"
"Yes."
"Have you made any headway in your work of

finding my—I mean the girl?"
"Well, I caii't say I have. 'I hope my coming

here won't involve you in any way."
"Oh, I don't think it will. But I want to know

how you happened to call here?"

"It was pure accident. . I wanted to learn a
little about Elder John Blanchard. I understood
that he lived out this way, and I thought I

would have a look at the location of his house,"
"Ah!"
"But I did not locate the house, after all."

"Did not locate it ? What do you mean ?
"

"What I say. The driver of my cab "

"This is Elder Blanchard's house."
"Oh, indeed! I did not know."
"Then why did you ig.o to the trouble of ringing

the bell?"
Old King Brady explained how he had intended

bluffing the cab driver. He was puzzled at Mr.
Mormon's manner. Still he attributed it to his
vexation at supposing that he was being spied
upon. And now suddenly the manner changed.

"It's all right, Mr. Brady," he said. "I under-
stand perfectly. I am very glad you called, for
I have made a discovery on my own account, and
have something definite to report."

"Good! And the clue?"
"I will explain. First, let me tell you frankly

who I am."
"Oh, you have changed your mind about that?"
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"Yes; I see no reason for preserving my incog-
nito any longer. I am Elder John Blanchard."

"I was certain of it."

"The missing girl
"

"Is your daughter."
"Well, then, you must know that there are

many secrets here in Salt Lake City concemimgi
which the gentile population knows nothing."

"I am aware of that."

"Such as underground passages, hidden cham-
bers, and the like."

"I know."
"Beneath this very house there is a small un-

derground chamber. From that chamber a pas-
sage leads off under the lake into a cavern of
considerable size, the existence of which is known
only to the MoiTnons."

Old King Brady nodded. The fact was, he
knew all about this cavern; indeed, in one of his
previous Mormon cases he had actually been in

it. What he did not know was that it extended
thus far up the lake."

"Yes," continued Mr. Mormon, "such is the
fact. When my daughter first disappeared, I

privately searched this cavern at the risk of my
life, for I knew that the young v\romen under-
going probation are sometimes concealed in the
secret rooms down there, but I was unable to

find anything of her, and so gave it up; but now
I have every reason to believe that my daughter
is actually confined there."

"This is something tanigdble. May I ask the
reason for this belief?"

"I prefer not to tell it. It might cost me my
life to be caught in that place; might, did I say?
It certainly would; but you are game to under-
take the exploration of the cavern, I suppose?"

"I suppose I am."
"Then let me show you the entrance right now.

I will then leave you. Later, say to-night, you
can return and enter upon the search."

"Let me call my partner. I should like to

have him see this, as well as myself."

Mr. Mormon appeared to hesitate.

"I don't want to remain here a minute longer
than necessary," he then said. "I think we won't
stop to call in your partner. He can see all I

show you when he retunis here with you to-

night."

"Very well. Just as you say."
"First, let me give you a key to the front door,

so that you can let yourself in,"

Old King Brady pocketed the key.
"You are not living here at present?" asked

the' old detective. "I see you have things partly
packed up."

"I have not lived h^ere since my daughter dis-

appeared. I never intend to live here again."
Mr. Moimon led the way to a langie front cham-

ber upstairs. It was elegantly furnished and was
evidently the principal sleeping room of the
house. Against the wall on one side was a su-

perb panel picture, representing a sunset among
the Wahsatch Mountains. Mr. Mormon advanced
to it, and, pressing some hidden spring, the pic-

ture swung outward, revealing an opening in the
wall behind.

"I will lead the way, Mr. Brady," he said, at

the same time producing an electric flash lantern
precisely like the one Old King Brady always car-
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ried. "Close the panel, please. You will find a
pull there; yes, that is it. Now we go."
For the first time Old King Brady began to

have his doubts.
"Why should he be so particular about having

the panel closed?" he asked himself.
He deteiTnined to push ahead, however, and,

feeling for his revolver to make sure that it was
ready for instant use, he pulled the picture back
into place by means of a small rope handle which
was attached to the frame. A. narrow flight of
stairs led downward, and the old detective, fol-
lowing Mr. Mormon, passed below what he con-
sidered the cellar line. Here they came to an
iron door, which Mr. Mormon proceeded to open
with a peculiar key. Beyond extended a narrow
passage leading on into the darkness.

"V\^e need go no further," he said. "That pas-
sage leads on into the concern, and "

Bang! Suddenly out of the darkness a bullet
came whistling.

"Thus die the enemies of the Latter Day
Saints!" a deep voice cried.
The bullet must have struck Mr. Mormon

squarely in the forehead, for Old King Brady saw
the blood stream dov/n over his face as be fell.
The old detective whipped out liis revolver. There
was no chance to use it, however, for the light
was extinguished by the fall of Mr. Mormon and
total darkness followed.

"Great heavens, here's a situation!" thought
Old King Brady.
He would have brought his own lantern into '

use, but he felt that it would only make himself
a mark. At one minute it seemed to Old King j

Brady that he could see eyes peering at him out
|

of the darkness. Then the next he was ready to
put it down to imagination.

"If I turn my back, I'm a dead one," he said to
himself.
What to do he did not know. Meanwhile not a

groan came from the fallen man. Driven to des-
j

peration. Old King Brady turned and fled up the i

stairs. And now he remembered that Mr. Mor-
mon had not shovv^ed him the working of the '

secret spring. Careless.
"Well, of course it was; there is no denying

that."

But the best -of us blunder, and this was Old
King Brady's time. He fumbled about, but was
able to do nothing.

"I must have light," he said to himself. "I pos-
itively must."
He was just feeling for his lantern when he

heard a whiz and something dropped about his
|

neck. It was a rope. The next the old detective >

knew he was pulled down upon the secret stairs
and was being dragged into the darkness below.

CHAPTER VII.—Harry Picks Up a Friend.

HaiTy put in the balance of the day as best he
could. Never had he been more thoroujghly
alarmed about the old detective. But what could
he do? It would have been acting dead against
Old King Brady's rules for him to have inform-
ed the police without his consent. Moreover, he
doubted if the police could do anything. Hariy
was by no means a stranger in Salt Lake City.
Should he consult the police, he felt that he knew
just how it would be. He would be most cour-
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teously received, and there would be a great show
of helping him. This was as certain as that
nothing would come of it to his mind. Moreover,
this very ^activity on his part might be the means
of bringing Old King Brady to his death. At
last, after a great deal of thought, Harry deter-

mined to go out to Elder Bianchard's house agiain

at night and see what he could do. The slight

clue of the Trautwine diary now fell flat. Harry
was no longer interested in finding the Blanchard
girl. If she was concealed in the secret temple,
then the chances were that Old King Bradj^ if he
still lived, was being held a prisoner in the same
place.

It was his partner that poor Harry was gun-
ning for now. The afternoon finally dragged it-

self to an end. Harry stuck close to the room in

the Dorrance House, vainly hoping that Old King
Brady might retum. After supper, or, to be more
exact, at about seven o'clock, Harry left the ho-
tel and started to walk up to the end of Dingham
street. p

"It can't be that Bianchard's house is the den
alluded to in the diary," he said to himself; "but
that house must be my objective point to-night.

If the Governor has left anything in the way of

a trail behind him, it must be found."
It was a long walk out to the end of Dingham

street, but it had turned off colder, and Harry,
falling into a rapid pace, soon drew near Elder
Bianchard's house. For the last few blocks he
began to fear that he was being followed. This
end of the street w^as quite deserted. He could
hear quick footsteps behind him keeping pace
with his ovvTi. It made him terribly nervous. He
did not like to turn and see who was behind him.

"I may have been watched from the moment I

left .the hotel," he said to himself. "First thing
I know, I "shall get a bullet in my back."

He passed the house without even looking at
it, and pushed on dowTi to the lake shore.

Of late years the Great Salt Lake has very
considerably retreated from its original bed. In-
deed, many believe that this remarkable inland
sea is drying up. For many yards between the
end of the street and the water the sand stretch-

ed downward. The sand here was strewn with
stones and boulders which had stood in the water
only a few years before. Harry walked on to-

ward the water's edge, and just before he reached
it he stopped and turaed, leaning against a s1;pne.

And now he could see the man v/ho had been
following him. He was a short person, wearing a
long overcoat, with the collar turned up about
his neck, and a low slouch hat with the front
turned down. Thus ^oung King Brady w^as not
able to see much of anything of the man's face.

He had paused before the Blanchard house and
stood looking up at it.

"This is his destination, all right," thought
Harry. "Whoever he is, he doesn't seem to be
paying very much attention to me."
He shifted his position several times, anxious

to see if he could attract the man's attention.

The fellow never moved, however, but continued
looking at the house.
"Perhaps he is trying to make me out,"

thought Harry.
This continued for about ten minutes. Then,

as there was no change, HaiTy tried different tac-
tics. He walked back on the street and boldly

passed the watcher. He was a young man, with
a dark mustache. He merely shifted his position
a triflie as Harry went by, barely glancing at him.

"I can't do anything while he continues to hang
around, that's one thing sure," thought Young
King Brady, and he pushed on down Dingham
street.

Naturally he felt curious to see if the young
man would follow him again. But he did not.
Harry looked around twice before reaching the
next villa, which was fully a thousand feet away.
The first time he saw the young man still stand-
ing in the same position. The next time he glanc-
ed back the fellow had disappeared.

"This spoils my pie," thought Young King
Brady. "Chances are he has gone into the house.
Probably he was only waiting for me to get out
of the way."

He went on a little farther, and, getting into
tlie shadow of a fence, stood watching. Ten min-
utes and more passed, but still the young man
did not appear. Young King- Brady was exas-
perated. He simply did not know what to do.

"Confound the luck!" he said to himself. "I
am just balked all along the line. What in thu-n-

der shall I do?"

Suddenly a shot rang out.

"Murder!" a voice shouted.
Then there was silence.

"A trap to catch me?" thought Harry.
He did not know what to do, so he stood still

awaiting developments. In a minute he caught
the sound of some one running. Then he saw c.

man sprinting at top speed along the edge of tlio

lake coming his way. He was a tall, slender per-
son, and in no way resembled the young man.
He ran like lightning, and in a minute had varn-
ished behind some boulders. What be-amc of
him then, Harry could not tell. He v.-aited sev-
eral minutes, but the fellow did not reappear.

"By Jove! I believe the wretch has shot that
other chap!" thought Young King Brady. "I'm
going to butt in now."
Now nothing could have held Youn

Brady back from helping one in distress wnOc-
ordinary circum.stances. But this was Salt Lake
City. The-danger of hasty action wns too great.
Hariy went back to the Blanchard honse, where
he paused and looked behind him. Nothing could
be seen of the man vv^ho had been r^iniTiag-. H ?

w^ent on toward the broad beach, and in a fe^v
seconds saw the young watcher leaning heavi y
against a boulder, which he appeared to ba clutch-
ing for support.
"By Jove! the fellow has been shot!" thought

Young- King Brady, and he went forward on the
run.

The young man saw him coming, and, backi^i-^
against the boulder, threw out his hand and i:i

an instant there was a revolver poiiried at Harry.
• "Halt, or I fire!" cried the fellow.

"I come as a friend!" called Harry, halting.
"Who are you?"
"A stranger in Salt Lake City. I heard a shrt

and saw a man running. I thought you might
have got the bullet."

"I did get it. That man shot me. He mean^, to

kill me, and I reckon he thought he h:\d."

"I am here to help."
"If I could trust you!"
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"You may. I positively assure you that I come
only as a friend."

"Friend," said the other bitterly. "No one
knows who he can trust in this town."
Harry was at his side by this time. He was a

good-looking young man of about twenty-three.
His face was deathly white, and, having put up
the revolver, he again clutched the rock for sup-
port.

"Where are you hit?" demanded Harry.
"It is low down on the back. "I iguess I'm done

for, all right."

"Are you bleeding?"
"Yes; the blood is running down the leg of

my trousers now. I'm so faint I can hardly
stand."
"Try a drop of whisky."
"I never touch the stuif; but if you had any

»

"I ialways carry a flask in case of accidents.
Try a swallow."
The young man yielded.

"It does make a fellow feel stronger for the
moment," he said. "I'm very much afraid I am
done for. I must have fainted when I was hit."

"You fell?"
"Yes."
"Any idea w^lio shot yoti?"
"Not the least. I didn't s'ee anybody. I

thought afterward that it was you, though, for I

saw you hanging around here a few minutes

"I saw the man run away."
"What kind of looking person was he?"
"Tall and slim. Any idea who he can be?"
"No, no."

"Let me examine your wound."
"You can't see it in the dark."
"But it won't be in the dark. I have this."

Harry produced his electric dark lantern. In
doing so he inadvertently displayed his shield.

"What's that?" demanded the young man.
"Never mind."
"I know. You are a detective, but you are no

Mormon."
"I am not. What difference does all this

make ? Why not let me exa^mine your wound, and
perhaps hinder you from bleeding to death?"

"Wait! Why did you come up here to-nigilit?

Was it to see Elder Blanchard?"
"Who is Elder Blanchard?"
"The man who used to live in that house; but

I believe you know."

"Why do you say that?"
"I won't be put off. I must know the truth.

Are you Young King Brady?"
It is easy to write these words, but it is quite

impossible to make plain the intense earnestness
with which they were spoken. Harry saw now
that this young man was laboring under some
great mental agitation which wras in no way con-
nected wdth his wound.

"I am Young King Brady," replied Harry, act-
ing on the spur of the moment.
"Ah! I thought so!" cried the young man.

"Did Mr. Blanchard engage you, then? He told

me he was going to. If the far-famed Bradys
cannot rescue poor Grace from that fiend, then
no one can,"
"Who are you, then?" demanded Harry.
":,Iy name is Arthur Woodlei^h. I am secretly

"MR. MORMON"

engaged to marry Grace Blanchard. If she had
reached San Francisco in safety, I should have
joined her there, but it was not* to be."

"Look here," said Harry, "I believe you are
what you claim to be. Let me warn you' we had
better be getting out of this."

^

"There is no doubt of that."
"I have no doubt we are being watched."
"I think not. That murderer thinks he did his

work."
"Do you imagine it was on account of Grace

Blanchard that you were shot?"
:

"I am sure of it. They have been dogging my '

steps for a week. Like a fool, I slopped over J

about my love for Grace just a week ago to-day
]

to my most intimate friend. This is the result." j
"Let us go." I

"Where ? I thought you were going to examine' Emy wound. I should really like to have you, al- i
though I can't believe it is so serious, 'for my j
strength has all come back."

j
' "Chances are you w-ere badly scared. That
made you faint. But look here, you spoke of
Elder Blanchard having formerly lived in that
house. Do you mean by that that he is not liv-
ing there now?" '

"Nobody lives there now. He closed the house
right away after poor Grace disappeared."
"Then I'm going into that house and you had

better go with m.e. I can look you over better J
there than I can out here in the cold."

"I'll go you. Come on,"
They went up on the street and entered at the

'

gate. Harry produced his skeleton keys and in
a moment had the door open.
"Come in," he said.

'

Arthur Woodleigh passed through the door af- \

ter him, but he had scarcely taken two steps
'

along the hall when he fell heavily to the floor. - ^

CHAPTER VIII.—In the Clutches of Mormons.

Old King Brady was dragged headlong down
the secret stairs. It was really a wonder that he
did not break his neck. Down he came on top of
Mr. Mormon and stopped. Instantly a lantern -

was flashed upon the scene and the same deep
voice said:

"Lift that man up, brothers. Securely bind
him. He is a igentile and a spy, but do not han-
dle him so roughly. I disapprove of your meth-

'

ods in dragging him downstairs."

Old King Brady was now dragged into the se-
cret passage. Strong hands seized him and he j

was lifted to his feet. He now saw that he was ]

surrounded by four masked men. Their faces
;

w^ere concealed by simple strips of cloth with i

eyeholes, fastened over the upper part. The old 1

detective was now searched and his revolver and
other things taken from him. Deeply to his re-

\

gret, the searchers got Trautwine's diary, which
Old King Brady had not concealed in his secret '

pockets, as he might have done.

Not a word was spoken until the old detec-
tive's hands had been tied behind him, and then
the leader said:
"We will now take him forw^ard. It may be

;

that they will decide to examine him to-nighL"
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Just then li^ghts were seen flashing in the dis-

tance.
"Some one approaches!" cried one of the men,

in a disturbed voice. "Who can it be?"
"Whoever it is shall pay dearly for tjie intru-

sion," said the leader. "How dares any one thus
interfere with the execution of the will of our
holy order? Advance, brothers! We w^U meet
the intruder halfway."
They hurried Old King Brady forw^ard then.

The old detective was in despair. None knows
better than he the danger of running foul of the
secret councils of thd Mormons in Salt Lake
City. Exactly this Old King Brady had done,
and it is a fact that at this critical moment he
felt little hope of escaping with his life. On
came the intruders, six in number.

"Great heavens, who are we up against?" gasp-
ed the leader, suddenly halting and dropping all

his affected manner. ^

Probably he had seen what Old King Brady
now saw. Walking in advance of the procession
was a man w^ho carried a long staff. On the tip

of the staff was the image of a lion wrought in

solid gold. This was the "Lion of the Tribe of
Judah," the most sacred symbol of the Mormon
Church, and one only used by its highest digni-

taries. A murmur of fear, as it seemed, went up
from Old King Brady's captors. They removed
their hats. Old King Brady could now see that
the advancing figui-es were also masked.
As they drew near, all four fell on their knees

and bowed their heads to the floor of the pas-
sage. Behind the staff.-bearer was a tall man
with a long white beard.

"Arise, brothers," he said. "I see that you have
captured the gentile spy. It is well."

The men arose and stood with meekly bowed
heads.

"State your case," said the bearded one.

"We have done more than that, anointed," said

the leader. "We have slain the traitor who
would have betrayed our most holy secrets."

The man with the beard gave a startled cry.

"What! what! How now, brother?" he ex-
claimed. "Didst thou not receive my latest order
that the brother was to rerxiain unharmed and be
allowed to go his way?"

"Verily, I did not, anointed! May the Holy
Prophet Joseph smite me from heaven if I have
not act?d according to the orders I received."

"And the brother is dead?"
"Even so."

"We have been betrayed. Woe unto the mes-
senger who failed to communicate my latest
command to thee, brother. I say woe!"

"I have the order. I have thy seal attached,
-anointed. I did as I was commanded to do. Long
have I watched and waited; is it, tlion, that after
all my care I have disobeyed thy holy v/ill?"

"Lead on," said the bearded one. "After all,

it may not be as I fear."

Then Old King Brady was turned around and
they retraced their steps along the secret passage.
Coming to the iron door, it was thrown open,
and by the order of the "anointed," the body of
Mr. Mormon was lifted into the secret passage.
The "anointed" bent dowm and gazed intently at
the upturned face. Then he pulled off the fur
cap and ordered one of his followers to throw
the lig'ht of the lantern down upon the face.

Now that the cap was removed, Old King Brady
saw that this man could not be Mr. Mormon.
High up on the forehead there was a deep inden-
tation. It was as if this man had at some time
been treated for a fractured skull; a piece of
the frontal bone had been removed. Mr. Mor-
mon had taken off his cap while in the hut. Old
King Brady was positive that his face bore no
such scar.

"It is as I feared," said the bearded man, in a
broken voice. "You have slain one whose whole
life has been given up to the cause."
The leader dropped on his knees, his face white

with terror.

"Pardon, pardon, 0 anointed!" he groaned. "I
see now that it is Brother Peter Blanchard whom
I have slain, and not the traitor, Elder John.
But how was I to know? He was masquerading
as his brother. My orders were positive. I did
what I was told to do as I actually believed."

"Arise!" said the anointed. "If it is as you
say, the fault lies not at your door, but with the
messenger whom I sent unto thee. I myself or-
dered Brother Peter to watch for this spy and to
conduct him hither, believing that you had aban-
doned your watch as my latest order read. It is
very, very sad."
The leader arose and stood trembling before

the bearded man.
"Take him into custody," came the order now.

"An error has been committed and the blood of
a true son of the faith has been shed. Blood for
blood. Such is the law as interpreted by our
holy prophet Joseph. This matter needs close
investigation, and until that can be had, the
brother must remain a prisoner. Take him
away."
There was no protest on the part of the leader.

Two of his own men now approached and led him
away. No sooner had he departed than the
anointed kneeled down beside the dead man and
bowed his head as if in prayer. Not a word was
spoken until he regained his feet. And this was
the time Old King Brady blamed himself for his
lack of discernment.

"I must be igetting into my dotage," ht thought.
And yet as he studied the face of the dead man

he saw that save for the scar, the resemblance to
Mr. Mormon was close enough to deceive any
one.

"Of course he was one of John Blanchard's
many brothers," Old King Brady said to himself.
And then it seemed to him that his mistake

was excusable.

"If those who knew him were deceived, how
could I distinguish between them?" he thought.
But now the time for a move had come.
"Blindfold the spy!" ordered the bearded man

sternly. "Let him follow me."

A large handkerchief was bound over Old King
Brady's eyes, effectually excluding the light.

Then the march began. They led him a long
distance on a level; then it was up steps and
do^vn steps and in and out. Several times he
was roughly ordered to stoop, and once he had
to crawl forward on his hands and knees. At
last a flight of stairs was ascended and the order
came to a halt. Old King Brady was entirely on
the alert, of course. He now heard the unlock-
ing of a door. Suddenly some one gave him a
shove forward. The door was slammed behind
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him and all was still. For fully ten minutes Old
King Brady remained there in perfect silence.

Was he alone ? He expected to be gruffly ardered
to desist, but no such order came.
He removed the handkerchief and stood there

waiting. It was pitch dark, and still the same
horrible silence prevailed. One of his electric

flash lanterns had been taken from him, but he
had another in one of his secret pockets. He
now produced it and flashed the light about. It

was a prison cell. He stood in a little room about
four by nine. The walls were of brick on all

sides; so v/as the ceiling and floor. The only
opening was a round hole up near the ceiling,

which was about the size of an ordinary stove
pipe, and was evidently intended to serve as a
ventilator. There was a bench wide enough for
a man to lie down upon, also a low stool, and
that was all. No trace of a door was visible, and
the old detective's practiced eye perceived that
one of the walls must serve that purpose, the
entire wall opening, no doubt, the bricks being
set in a box. Old King Brady sat down on the
bench and tried to think.
Hours passed and there was nothing doing.

Of course the old detective tried to open the door.
Usually he is most expert at such business, but
in this instance he utterly failed. At last, after
what seemed an interminable time, the wall op-
posite the bench suddenly swung back. Old King
Brady was sitting in the dark then, but he heard
and understood.
"My time has come," he thouight. "Now at last

I shall know what I am up against, and the
chances are it will be death."
He waited breathlessly. He could feel the

presence, of others, but save for the slight noise
made by the opening of the secret door, there was
not a sound. It .was the same torturing silence.

Fully ten minutes must have elapsed when all at
once a bright light was flashed upon the old de-
tective. Two figures wearing long white robes
stood before him. These robes v/ere provided
with hoodlike headpieces, in which eyeholes were
cut.

"Gentile, arise," said one of the shrouded forms
in a deep voice. "You will now follo^w us and
let me warn you to speak the truth, the whole
truth, and nothing but the truth, under pain of
instant death."

CHAPTER IX.—Exploration Underground.

Harry flashed his dark lantern down upon the
face of Arthur Woodleigh.

"It is only a faint," he muttered. "I can't be-
lieve it is anything worse; but I must get him
out of it, and to do that I must have a permanent
light."

He remembered having seen a stable lantern in
the kitchen downstairs when he went through the
house before. Leaving Arthur as he lay, he hur-
ried to get it, and, having lighted it, returned to
the upper hall. Arthur had now revived, and
was sitting in the hall chair, looking badly scared.
"Whatever happened?" he demanded. "Did I

faint away ? I thought you had gone off and left

me."
"That's what you did. I only went after this

light."

"I guess I am pretty hard hit You will have
to take me home."

"Where do you live?" Harry asked.
He gave his address, stating that he lived

alone with his mother.
"My father lives at Provo with his third wife,"

he added. "My mother is the first wife. I
haven't seen my father in a couple of years."
"What made you faint? Are you feeling

worse?" Harry asked.
"No, i don't know that I am. I was thinking

of the pleasant times I had had in this house
with poor Grace. It must have turned my head,
I think. I keeled over before I knew it."

"You want to brace up. Try a drop more of
•whisky."

Arthur adopted this suggestion. He took only
a swallow, but it seemed to put him on his feet
again.
"Now the- first thing is to make sure that we

are alone here," said Harry. "Then I will ex-
amine your wound. Sit still while I take a turn
around. I won't be but a minute "dnless some
one knocks me out."

He hurried through the different rooms, but
could find nobody. Returning then, Arthur re-
moved his clothes sufficiently to disclose his
wound. In loosening his trousers a bullet drop-
ped on the floor.

"There!" exclaimed Harry. "You haven't -got
the ball in your hide, at all events."
"Why, man,^it is a mere scratch! The bullet

has just ploughed up a little furrow on your
hack!" he declared. "There is really nothing the
matter here."

It was somev/hat amusing to see how Arthur
brightened up after this announcement.

"Look here," he said, after Harry had told in
detail about the disappearance of Old King Bra-
dy, "what is your opinion about all this?"

"I can only see my way clear on one point:
Old King Brady would never have entered this
house unless some one opened the door in whom
he had absolute confidence, and by whom he was
invited in."

"Well?"
"It seems to me that this person could have

been no one but the m.an whom we call 'Mr.
Mormon,' who you say is Elder Blanchard him-
self."

"He certainly is no one else; but, look here,
he has more brothers than you can shake a stick
at, and as far as I know all of them are devoted
church members. I don't know them all, but one
or two of those I do know look just exactly like
him. Isn't it possible that one of these imper-
sonated the elder and so drew your partner into
some trap?"

"Your suggestion is absolutely reasonable; but
a trap means that there must be some secret
chamber or passage in this house. At first I
thought that Old King Brady might have been
taken out the back way, but as I found the doors
and windows all locked on the inside, that theory
won't work."

"Not at all. The other is probably correct.
Yes, I have no doubt that what you say is true."
"You know there is a cavern under the lake."

"I have heard so. How did you know?"
"We got into it once in a case we had here.

But it was in a different part of town. I can
hardly imagine that it comes up this far

"
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"I know notxiin^ about it. Only the heads of

the faith are posted in such secrets."

"Well, these are the lines we want to work
on. Now let us get busy. We must make a
strike for clues."

Fortunately foV Harry, he started work in the

parlor first.
' He had not been at it five minutes

before he g^ave a sudden exclamation.
"Well, what have you found?" demanded Ar-

thur.
Harry was standing in front of the panel pic-

ture which concealed the secret passage.

"Do you see that little line of dust there on

the carpet?" he said.

"Well, I do. What about that?"
"It must have come from behind that picture.

The thing has been recently moved."
"I don't know; it seems to be fastened to the

wall by those gilded hooks."
Suddenly the whole business swung outward

and the secret stairs stood revealed.

"By Jove! this is "great !" exclaimed Arthur.
"What did you do?"

"I found "the secret spring; that's all."

"You are right. Here are the stairs. Where in

thunder do you imagine they lead to?"
"That's what we must try and find out. Are

you game to go down?"
"Am I? Well, you bet! I am ready to lay

down my life to rescue Grace!"
"Com.e on, then. Now we go."

They descended the stairs and opened the iron

door at the foot.

"Blood!" cried Arthur. "Some one has been
done up here."

"That's sure," replied Harry, flashing his lan-

tern about.

His heart sank.
"It's the Governor, of course," Harry said to-

himself. "Confound thi^ case! This is Old King
Brady's finish, I am afraid. I shall never see

him again."
There was no trace of the body now. The

Mormons had carried it away.
"You think it was Old King Brady who was

shot?" inquired Arthur.

"Who else could it have been?"
"He might have had to shoot somebody him-

self."

Harry shook his head. He had no such hope.
"There's a trail here," he said. "We must fol-

kw it—that is all."

"I'm ready. Shall I close this door?"
"No; leave it open."
"The panel ought to be closed, perhaps."
"No; leave that open, too. Come on."

They advanced along the secret passage. The
floor was of clean white sand mixed with salt.

"I'll bet you this leads to the cavern," declared
Arthur, in great excitement. "I have so often

heard of it, but I never expected to <get a look
down here."

"Don't the police know that it exists ?" demand-
ed Harry.

"I'm sure I don't know," replied Arthur. "They
may, but they are not butting in on Mormon busi-

ness, I can tell you."

They pushed on and out into the cavern itself.

It was a dark, dismal place, possessing none of
, the beauty of so many of the great limestone

caverns of the West. The roof hung low and a
damp, foul smell prevailed.

"Now how do we go?" demanded Arthur, as
Harry flashed his lantern about. "We might
wander about for a week here."

"Not with the trail so plainly marked as this

one is."

Harry pushed on, following the footprints in

the sand. There were many of them going in
both directions, but as the trend was all one way
there v/as no confusion yet. It came in a few
minutes, however. Coming to a place where there
was a pool of water several hundred feet in cir-

cumference, the footprints extended on both sides
of it.

"You take the .stable lantern and I'll get out
my flash," said Harry. "We will go around this
pool so and make sure whether the trail strikes

off or not."
This was done. Harry expected, or, rather,

hoped, that the trails might join on the other
side of the pool. But neither of them went
around the pool. Both stmck off from it and at
the other end of the pool there was not the trace
of a footprint.

"Now we are up against it," said Harry,
"What do you propose to do?" demanded Ar-

thur.

"We can't follow both trails at once, that's

certain. W^e will toss up for it. Heads to the
right, tails to the left."

The coin Harry flipped up came down tails, and
they struck off on the left-hand trail. Soon they
came to a rocky wall which would have cut off

further advance but for a flight of steps leading
up to a hole some ten feet above. Through this
they passed, bending their heads, the opening v/as
so low. There were steps leading down on the
other side. Crossing an open space about a hiin-

dred feet in width, they came upon another wall.
Here a hole had been blasted through and the
rock lay scattered about. They crawled through
this hole and came into another cavern, with no
end in sight. But before they had gone far they
came to another wall in which was set a door
plated with sheet iron. Some of the tracks came
to an end up against this door. Others branched
off right and left.

"We toss up again," said Harry. "We can only
trust to luck. Heads to the right, tails to the
left."

"And this door?"
"We will let that rest for the time being.

Tails it is."

They pushed on along the line of the wall a^d
soon came to another door. The footprints c'.i 1

not turn in here, nor did they at the door they
came to about a hundred feet farther on. But at

about the same distance they came to a t'-ird

door and at the same time to the end of thy tra'l.

Harry tried the door, and, finding it fast, got out
his skeleton keys. He had no trouble in op^ni^'r
the door. Behind it was a narrow flight of stair.^

leading up.

"We must be under the hou^e of some on.e of
your prominent churchmen," said Harry, "Hive
you kept any run of the way we have gone?"

"It seems to me that we ought to b-^ vrnd m-

Wahsatch street, or somewhere around t)ier?^."

"Let's see, Elder Orson lives on Wahsatjh
street, doesn't he?"
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"Yes."
"Do you think we can be under his house?"
"We might be. As far as. I can make it out>

We have been traveling in that direction."

"These different doors probably all lead up
into houses of the big guns of the Church."

"That's what I think."

"Do many of them live on Wahsatch street?"
"Yes; quite a number."
"Come on; we tackle these stairs."

They crept up the stairs. Ten steps up they
came to a landing. Here there was a brick wall
on their right, and Harry saw that the bricks
were roughly set in a wooden box.

"This thing is a door," he whispered.
It certainly was, and if he had taken the trou-

ble to open it, he would have found Old King
Brady seated in his cell on the other side. But
the stairs continued on from the other end of
the landing. Harry continued to ascend. In a
minute they came to another landing, where
there were two doors.

"Hush! Some one talking!" breathed Arthur.
"Behind that door," answered Harry softly,

trying the knob of the other one. It yielded.

Behind was a little room barely large enough for
them both to stand in.

"Quick! Slide in here," whispered Harry. "I

hear them opening the other door."

Away up near the ceiling there was an opening
in the wall throug-h which "tKe light came stream-
ing. Harry motioned to Arthur to extinguish
the lantern, which was done. In the other room
voices could be distinctly heard.

"I am now ready, brothers," spoke a deep
voice. "Bring Old King Brady to me."

"Elder Orson! I know his voice," breathed
Arthur.

"Hush! Listen; don't speak!" whispered
Harry.

CHAPTER X.—A Timely Rescue.

Harry stood motionless for a minute, taking in

his surroundings. There was little to see. Just
the bare walls and a plain wooden stool.

"This room is surely intended for a spy to hide
in, so that whatever is said in the other may be
heard," thought Harry.

Instantly it flashed over him that if Old King
Brady was to be examined by Elder Orson, then
more than likely the Mormons whom he had heard
leaving the room and descending the stairs would
come in where they were. The risk was terrible

when to be discovered meant death. He. could

see by the white, scared face of his companion
that he w^as almost ready to collapse. But still

Harry could see no way out of it. To retreat

down" the stairs was not to be thought of. They
simnly had to take chances where they were.

And now they could hear the voice of Elder Or-
son again. The man was talking to himself.

"He must .die!" he said half aloud. "I swore
that these Bradys should never again be allowed

to ply their infamous trade in Salt Lake City.

Not that there is the least chance of them find-

ing the fair Grace, now that she is up at the

Crow's Nest; but aside from that, they must
die!"

. ^„
"Do you know where the Crow's Nest is?

whispered Harry in Arthur's ear.

"MR. MORMON"

He got an affirmative nod. Breathlessly they
waited, and in a few minutes Old King Brady was
on the stairs. Harry knew his steps.

"Enter!" ordered one of the^masked figures,
and Old King Brady passed into a small room
fitted up in rather peculiar style. There was a
table and several chairs. At the end was a raised
platform of two sl^feps upon which was placed a
large armchair. Here sat another figure robed
and masked in the same way. Behind his head
upon the wall was the image of a lion made of
burnished brass. Above the Hon v/as that most
sacred of all Mormon symbols, the "all-seeing
eye."

"Brothers, leave me with this man," said Elder
Orson.
The two masked men passed out of the room

by another door. To the unspeakable relief of
the listeners, they did not come their way. Be-
fore leaving, they closed and locked the door be-
hind the old detective, who stood facing the
masked figure. At last the rouded figure
spoke.
"Your name, gentile?" he demanded.
"James Brady."
"Your residence?"
"New York City."
"Your business?"
"I am a detective."

"You are frank."

"I try to be."
"You are wise. Frankness^ will pay you best.

Y'our business in Salt Lake City?"
"I shall not attempt to deceive you, for I am

satisfied that you already know. I am here to
try to rescue Grace Blanchard from the clutches
of your people."
"You have spoken wisely. Yes; we know. We

knew before you ever arrived here that you were
coming and what your errand was."

"Well?"
"You were solicited to take this case by United

States Senator Standish, of New York."
"Well?"
"You were instmcted to go to Bolivar, this

State, and there at eight o'clock on the 10th of

the month meet a certain person who would tell

you what to do."

"Well?"
"Don't say 'Well?'; answer directly if I speak

the truth. Correct me if I am wrong."
"It is so."

"You kept the appointment, you coming from
New York, your partner from San Francisco." ^ ,

"It is so."

"You met the man. As you supposed, it v,^as

the same man you encountered to-night, who by
a fearful blunder was killed before your eyes."

"It is so."

"He told you his name."
"Wrong."
"Do you mean to tell me that he did not give

you his name ?"

"Yes."
"What name did he give you, then?"
"Mr. Mormon."
"Ha! An insult to us! If there is one thing

that he is not, it is a Mormon. He is a base
apostate. But let him beware! The arm' of our

holy order is long. It will reach him in the end."

Old King Brady was silent.
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"You doubt that?" demanded the masked man.
"It is not my business. I have nothing to say."

"Well, that .is true. It is not your business.

For you I have some respect. You ar§ but fol-

lowing your trade as a hireling and a spy, but
for John. Blanchard I have none. I have spoken
his name. Of course you are aware who he is?"

"Yes."
"I knew it. But to resume: He gave you

money?"
"Wrong."
"Do you mean to tell me that you are not

working for money?"
"I don't tell you anything of the kind. I

simply said that John Blanchard gave me no
money, which is true."

"But why?"
"Because I refused it. John Blanchard, I take

it, is- man enough to pay his bills after service is

performed."
"You will never get your pay, Mr. Brady."
"So you say."
"Know why?"
"Well?"
"Because to-night you are to die."

"You are running a gr^t risk in killinig me.
I am knowfi from one end of the country to the
other,"

"Nonsense! You are completely in my power.
As much so as thm wilful girl whose cause you
have. so foolishly espoused."
"We shall see."

"Yes, we shall see, and that right now. Hear
my last words. From this place you go to your
death. If you have any preparations to make,
any prayers to offer, according to the manner of

any false religion you may profess, now is your
last chance."

Old King Brady said nothing.

"Have you no appeal to make?" demanded the

mask, after a pause.

"None."
"It is well. Brothers, come hither."

The door opened in response to this call and
the two masked men entered the room.

"Bind the gentile spy," ordered Orson. "Lead
him hence and cast him into the pit."

"The bottomless pit!" he added, raising his

voice to a shout, "from whence no man has ever
yet been knov>m to rise again."

Old King Brady's hands were then securely

tied behind him.

"Away with him!" shouted Orson.

The door was then opened, and with one mask
in advance and the other behind. Old King Brady
descended the secret stairs.

"What are we to do?" breathed Arthur in

Harry's ear.

"We follow," was the reply. "Tiptoes now."
Cautiously Harry opened the door. They crept

downstairs in darkness save for a glimmer of

light ahead of them which marked the progress
of Old King Brady and the masked men. In a
moment they had gained the cave. They passed
through the two openings and into the main
cavern. The men did not appear to be hurrying
themselves. They pushed on to the pool and
then turned aside. Harry and Arthur had now
drawn as near as was safe if they did not wish
to be seen. All at once the masks paused. Here

the ground was rougher and there was much
broken stone lying about.

"Here we are, gentile," they heard one of the
masks exclaim. "Pray now for the last time, for
into the pit you go."

Old King Brady had been halted at the very
edge of an oblong opening of in-egular sides.

One of the masks flashed his lantern upon it and
Old King Brady peered down into the blackness.
Far, far below him he could hear the murmur of
water. He knew from the sound that this irreg-
ular hole in the earth must be of great depth.
And that was the time Old King Brady gave

up hope. Indeed it could not well have been
otherwise. He had no means of knowing that
Harry was so near.

"I'll stave them off as long as I can, at all

events," he thought.
He fell on his knees and began to pray aloud.

The two masks, with more decency than might
have been expected of them, stepped back out of
hearing. Thus for a moment the situation con-
tinued. All at once there came a shout and a
rush. It was Harry and Arthur Woodleigh. They
had crept up behind the two masks, who stood
with their backs turned. Harry gave one a stun-
ning blow on the back of the head, which felled
him to the ground. Arthur, at the same instant,
jumped on the other and caught him by the
throat. A brief struiggle follow^ed. Han-y's man
lay motionless. Thus left free to help. Young
King Brady made short w^ork of Arthur's antag-
onist. They bore him to the ground and stripped
him of his mask.

"Jim Canahan!" gasped Arthur. "Once my best
friend. You, then, are the wretch who would
have betrayed me to my death!"
The answer was a vile torrent of fanatic

abuse. Harry had the fellow covered with his
revolver now, so he dared not make a move. And
now Old King Brady, who had managed to get
on his feet unassisted, came forward.

"Don't shoot, Harry!" he exclaimed. "Tie him
and leave him. We'll light out."

"I'm afraid I have done for the other one," re-

plied Harry, as he severed the old detective's

bonds.
, "Nonsense!" said Old King Brady, examining
him then.
The Mormons were tied and the detectives and

Arthur Woodleigh hurried away.

CHAPTER XL—Off for the Crow's Nest.

"That was easily done," said Arthur, as they
hurried through the cave, "but I tell you, gentle-
men. Salt Lake City is no place for us now. If
we are not out of it before daybreak, our chances
of continuing to live are miighty slim.."

"We don't scare so easily, young man," re-
plied the old detective. "We have a mission to
accomplish, and right here we stay until it is

fulfilled. Introduce me, Harry, for I do not know
your friend."
Harry did the introducing.
"I am very glad to have met you, Mr. Wood-

leigh," ^Old King Brady said. "Of course I owe
my life to you two boys. A minute more and
I would have surely been tumbled into that pit*'
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But hov/ are we going? I passed throucrh this
place blindiolded. I don't pretend to know the
way."
"We know it all right, though, Governor," re-

plied Harry, "We are making for a big" pool of
water that is near here. Once we strike it, the
trail is plain."

"Good! And in the meantime let me tell you
what happened to me."

"Just a moment, Governor. Hear me first. We
have caught a clue to the missing girl."

"Ha! Is it so? And where do you think she
is?"

"There is no think about it," put in Arthur.
"This is a dead certainty. She is at a place up
in the mountains called the Crow's Nest. We
have this from Elder Orson's own lips."

"Good enough! You have then accomplished
something where I seem to have utterly failed."

"Nothing of the sort," said Harry. "If you
had not fallen into Orson's clutches we never
should have known this."

They had reached the point where the trails

divided, and Harry had no difficulty in finding

the way back to the secret door under Mr. Mor-
mon's house. During the walk and afterward the
Bradys compared notes and brought their case
up to date.

"And now to decide upon our course," said the
old detective, before leaving the house. "Un-
doubtedly we shall have to act with all speed if

we expect to meet with success. Those men will

be rescued, and your presence in the spy's room
will probably be discovered. Orson may remem-
ber that he spoke his thoughts aloud and so gave
a clue to the v/hereabouts of this unfortunate
girl. The next thine- will be to remove her from
the Crow's Nest. If that is not done we shall find

ourselves once more all at sea."

"Seems to me that we want to get right up
there," said Arthur.

"Undoubtedly we do," replied Old King Brady.
"What is the distance?"
"About twenty miles up in the range as the

crov/ flies; it is nearer thirty by the trail."

"And what sort of a place is it?"
"It is just a big log house which Orson built.

He keeps some of his wives there in the summer
tim.e. I was there once. The view is beautiful,

but I am afraid we may have trouble getting in.

If he has Grace a prisoner there, of course he has
got the place under guard."

"We will get horses and make the start," said

the old detective. "And now, Mr. Woodleigh, this

is where your knowledge of this town ought to

come in. Do you know any one who would sell

us horses at this time of night?"
"I think I do," replied Arthur. "There is a

man named McNeill out on Nevada street who
has a big sale stable. I have no doubt he could

fix us up. He lives next door to his place."

"A Mormon?"
*'No. If he were, I would not dare to take you

to him."

"We are safe, then. Let us get to McNeill's
without losing a moment."

After a long walk and many turns they came
to Nevada street, and soon reached McNeill's
stable. It was now eleven o'clock, but in the
house next to the stable, where McNeill lived,

accordinig to Arthur, lights still bunied.

"MR. MCRTJON"

"Will you tackle him, Woodleigh?" asked the
eld detective.

"I had rather heep out of sight," replied Ar-
thur. "He knows tnat 1 am a Mormon. He may
be afraid of running up against the faithful if he
sees me, and so refuse us."

"Get around the corner, -then, said the old
detective. "We will join you there."
He and Harry then boldly ascended the steps

and rang the bell. McNeill answered it in person.
"It is rather late to do any horse trading," he

said. "Can't you call to-morrow? I have no
doubt I can fix you up."

"No," replied Old King Brady. "We want to
be miles away from here by daylight. We are
prepared to buy three horses at any reasonable
price, but we want them now."

Still the stable keeper hesitated and asked
questions. Old King Brady told him that they
were prospectors going out to look up a claim
and that 'the reason they were anxious to leave in
the dark was from the fear of being followed by
certain parties who wanted to cut in ahead of
them. This seemed to satisfy McNeill, and he
led them to the stable, where the trade was soon
completed. By midnight the Bradys and Arthur
Woodleigh v/ere on the road. They pushed for-
ward with all speed. Once cig. r of the city, they
saw nobody up to daybreak, when they reached
the base of one of the spurs of the Wahsatch
range. «

"We v/ant somethini? to eat," said the old de-
tective, "and now, Mr. Woodleigh, v/here -is your
Prospect House, for now is the time to take it

in?"

Arthur had told them of a small summer hotel
which was located on the first rise of the range
on another trail.

"There you are," he said, pointing up the
mountains.
Far above them they could see a large building

perched upon the edge of a beetling cliff.

"And you think we can get provisions there?"
the old detective asked.

"I have no doubt we can get something. The
landlord is a cranky old Scotchman who lives

there all the year round. He keeps open in a
way for sleighing parties who sometimes give
him a call."

They concluded to risk it, and so proceeded up
the mountain to Sandy McPherson's hotel. If the
landlord was a crank, he failed to show it, nor
did he display the least curiosity about the busi-
ness of his guests. What he did do was to fur-
nish them with an excellent breakfast at a very
moderate charge, in addition to which he sold
them provisions enouigih to last for at least two
days. It seemed best to give the horses another
half hour's rest after breakfast, so the Bradys
and Arthur Woodleigh started to walk around a
bit, taking in the magnificent view to be had
from the top of the cliff. Here they remained
for some time, looking off at the distant lake and
the spires of Salt Lake City. In that clear at-

mpsphere everything was startlingly plain. The
great dome of the Mormon tabernacle stood out
in bold relief.

"Look," exclaimed Harry. "We are going to

have company in a few minutes. There come a
couple of horsemen. They seem to be making
for this place."
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"That's a bad job," said Old King Brady. "I
did hope v> e were going to be able to get out of
here without meetinigr anybody. Yes; I see them.
I wonder who they can be?. Out with your glass,
Harry! The Momions got mine."
Harry produced his glass and turned it pn the

pair of horsemen.
"One is an elderly man," he said. "The other

seems younger. The older man has one of those
bearskin coats, such as Mr. Moi-mon wore."

"Give nie the glass," replied the old detective.

He turned it upon the riders.

"Look here, V/oodleigh. See what you think,"

he exclaimed. "That man looks very much like

John Blanchard."
Arthur seized the glass.

"Vvhy, that is who it is, or else it is another of
his brothers," he said.

"You can't tell certainly?"
"No, not from this distance."

' "And after the w^ay I was fooled it is no use
for me to pretend to decide. They are passing
the entrance to the trail leading up here."

"There come three more!" cried Harry, a little

later.

"Confound the luck!" giaimbled Old King Bra-
dy. "This stoppim^' for breakfast is likely to

prove a bad job, I am afraid."

Harry had the glass and he presently an-
nounced that one of the latest comers had a long
w^hite beard.
"Let me see," said Arthur, hastily taking the

glass.

"We are up against it," he exclaimed. "It's

Elder Orson, and he is on his way to the Crow's
Nest sure."

Old King Brady gave an exclamation of dis-

gust. ^

"We have lost our start," he said, "and we have
only ourselves to blame. But who are the other
tV70?"
Arthur could not make them out.

"Probably a couple of Danites," he said; "men
ready to do murder at the drop of the hat if

Orson gives the word." '

"It is as I feared," replied the old detective.

"Orson has learned of our escape. He is on his

way to the Crow's Nest to look after his pris-

oner; but, never mind, boys. It may all turn out
for the best. One thing is certain: w^e are on
the right trail."

"Then do we start now?" Arthur inquired.
"Right away," replied Old King Brady; /"by

the time we get down there they will be far
enough ahead."
They lost no time in saddlinfg the horses and

rode down to the desert. Arthur then led them
to the entrance of a narrow canyon.

"Here is the Vvay to the Crow's Nest," he said,

"and, as you can see for yourself, this is the way
those people went."

The trail was plainly marked in the sand, and
they could see where the riders had turned into
the mouth of the canyon.
" "Perhaps the ones we saw first did not go up
the canyon," suggested Harry.
He galloped on a few yards farther and then

teturned, announcing that there was no traces
of the trail farther on. They rode on up the
canyon, taking their time, for they had no desire
to come up with the Elder Orson outfit. They

had covered about five miles when they suddenly
heard shots far ahead of them. Four altogether
were fired, following each other in quick swjces-
sion.

"What can that mean?" exclaimed Arthur.
"It would seem as if Elder Orson and our

friend, Mr. Mormon, might have met," replied
Old King Brady; "but there is no telling. Our
only course is to bust ahead."
Two miles more were covered. The trail had

constantly ascended, and now they came out of
the canyon upon a broad ridge of rock which
seemed to extend for many miles.

"It is upon this ridge that the Crow's Nest is

located," said Arthur. "We are within ten miles
of it now. It keeps about like this all the way."
They pushed on for a niile or so farther. Now

they came to a place where a new and inacces-
sible break in the mountain occurred. A canyon
at least two thousand feet deep opened on their
right. The ridge had taken many turns and now
they rounded another.

"Dead horses!" Harry suddenly exclaimed.
There lying on the ridge were three horses.

Close beside one lay the body of a man.
"Now your shots are explained," Old King Bra-

dy said.

They pushed forward, but before they had ad-
vanced a dozen yards all were startled by hear-
ing a voice suddenly shout: "Help! help! Who-
ever you are! Save me from a fearful death and
I will reward you well!"

Old King Brady waved his hand toward the
precipice.

"Somebody down 'there," 'he said. "Dismount I

We have work to do."

CHAPTER XII.—Conclusion.

The Bradys and Arthur Woodleigh dropped
from their saddles in a hurry. Arthur pressed
foi-ward and looked down upon the face of the
dead man.

"Jim Canahan!" he cried. "Great heavens, look
at this! I'm avenged!"
But the Bradys did not heed him. They had

advanced to the edge of the precipice and were
looking down. There, about twenty feet below
them, they saw a man wearing a big bearsk"n
coat hanging between life and death. -Jt was Mr.
Mormon. He was clinging to a stunted pinon
v/hich had found root in a break in the rocks.
Harry turned aw^ay sick with horror.

"V/e cannot help him," he (groaned.
"Cannot! We must! We will!" cried Old King

Brady. "Courage!" he shouted. "We have a
rope. We will be with you in a minute. Keep
back," he added, waving Arthur away. "Don't
look at him. It will only increase the chance of
his losing his grip."

Old King Brady advanced to the edge of the
cliff with his rope.

"Mr. Blanchard," he said, in a voice w^onderful
for its absolute calmness, "there are thi^ee of us
here and we can easily save you. I shall lower
this rope. Get a good grip on if. One hand at
a time, my dear sir, and keep your head whatever
you do. No trouble at all to pull you up. Do
you hear? Do you understand^"
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"Mr. Brady," he replied, "God has sent you
here just in the nick of time. Lower your rope,
and n.ay Heaven give me strength to hold on."

''i ake your time," said the old detective, lower-
ing the rope,
Hariy and Arthur got hold beyond Old King

Brady aiid breathlessly waited for the word.
"Pull!" cried the old detective suddenly. "Slow-

ly nov/."

In a moment Elanchard was safe.

"Gentlemen, you have saved me from an awful
fato and you will fmd me forever grateful," he
said, with forced calmness.

"Aithur, my boy, how are you?" he added. "I

need liot ask w^hat brings you all here. You
must have learned what I have learned, that
Grace is concealed in the old Danite house near
t\e Crow's Nest. Is it so?"

"It is in part," cried Arthur. "But oh, Mr.
Blanchard, how did this ever come about?"

"It is easily explained. Late yesterday after-

noon Dick Stauffer, whom you know, Arthur

,

secretly came to me at Ogden, where I was
staying in disguise, and told me that he had been
up to the Crow's Nest and had seen Grace
through the window of the old Danite house. He
would have tried to rescue her, but at the same
mom.ent he saw two figures wearing the usual
rr^asks employed by the Mormons when engaged
in secret work coming dowTi from the Crow's
Nest. His fear^of falling into their clutches was

V too much for him, so he took to his heels and
managed to get to his horse in safety. You see,

he had been hunting here.

"Well, gentlemen, Dick is a faithful fellow, and,
althoiiijh a Mormon, he feels under great obliga-
tions to me for certain jeasons. He knew where
I stayed in Ogden, and he lost no time in coming
to me. I would have communicated with you,
Mr. Brady, but I had no idea where I could find

you, so I came down to Salt Lake with Dick and,
layirg aside my disguise, which I was heartily
tired of, I started up the mountains to rescue my
daughter, resolved to kill Orson if I came up
ar^ainst him. It was foolish, I know, but that is

v>'hat I did.

"Dick and I stopped here for breakfast. We
were so absorbed in conversation that we failed
to hear the approach of horses until Orson and
two others were right upon us. I opened fire on
that black wretch, but missed him. Dick hit
one of his men and in the same instant was shot
by the others. Orson fired on me then, and I

again at him. His bullet nipped my left ear, as
'you see. Stung with the pain, I jumped back,
never thinking w^hat was behind me. Well, you
know the rest. It makes me sick to even think
of it."

"But v/hat became of Dick Stauffer?" demand-
ed Arthur.
M •. Mormon silently pointed to the chasm.
"They threw him into it alive?" asked Arthur,

with a shudder.

"I don't know whether he was alive or dead,"
was the reply. "They threw him in, at all events.
The poor fellow made no outcry as he went down.
I can only hope that he w^as dead."

There was some further talk, and then the
stait was made. They soon arrived at the hut and
stai-ted to look in at the windows, which were
heavily barred. Qld King Brady now got out

his skeleton keys and went to work on the door.

In a minute it was opened. Behind it stood a
young girl, who made one rush for Mr. Monnon,
utterinig" a glad cry.

"Grace!"
The Bradys turned away. They felt, and very

properly, that they had no part in this affecting
reunion. They tumed and walked down the trail.

Coming toward them was a tall figure clothed in

one of these odd white robes, headpiece and all.

They hurried back and told what they had seen,

"It is the man coming with my breakfast,
probably," said Grace. "He always comes that
v/ay. He never shows his face,"

"We want him," said the old detective, "Mr.
Blanchard, you and Woodleigh get into the hut.

Miss Blanchard, if you are game to help us,

stand right here where you are."

The Bradys then retreated around the corner
of the hut. On came the masked figure. They
could hear his footsteps in a minute. Then sud-

denly the deep voice of Elder Orson called out:

"What is the meaning of this, woman? How
came you outside of that hut?"

"Elder Orson, I came out through the door!"
cried Grace in such a hysterical fashion that Old
King Brady saw that it would not do to delay
another instant.

He darted from, his concealment. Harry in-

stantly followed, covering the masked man with
his revolver. Old King Brady then "pulled the
white robe off the man.

"Mr. Mormon!" shrieked the girl, and, throw^-

irjg up her hands, fell in a faint.

At the cry, "Mr. Mormon!" the door of the hut
flew open and Elder Blanchard and Arthur Wood-
leigh darted out.

"In the
. name of the Holy Prophet Joseph!"

gasped Orson. "You!"
"Yes, thou foul wretch!" retorted Blanchard,

lifting his daughter from the ground. "God has
preserved my life. What is more, he has deliv-

ered you into my hands. Would that I dared to

kill you as you stand for the great wrong you
have done to me and mine, but I forbear."

"Friends, let us get out of this as quick as pos-
sible!" cried the old detective.

No objection was raised, so they hurried to
w^here the horses had been left, finding them safe.
Grace mounted with Arthur, Mr. Mormon being
too large a man to admit any one riding with him.
without great discomfort to both. The Bradys
also doubled up, and in this uncomfortable fash-
ion they started dow^n the mountain. What Grace
told Arthur of her adventures was told by him to
the Bradys afterward. Arriving at Sandy Mc-
Pherson's, they secured other horses and all "hands
rode to Ogden. They so timed their arrival there
as to be ready to board the eastbound nii^ht ex-
press. Nobody attem.pted to interfere v/ith them,
although "Mr, Morm.on" declared that there Avere
Mormon spies watching at the station, and in-
deed pointed them out to the Bradys. They went
through to New York, and Mr. Blanchard," Grace
and Arthur continued on to Washington. Before
they parted, "Mr. Mormon" gave Old King Brady
a check for a large amount.

Next week's issue will contain "THE BRADYS
AND THE CELLAR OF DEATH; or, FEP.RET-
ING OUT THE BOSTON CROOKS."
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"CURRENT NEWS

DREAM PROVED TRUE
Its resting place revealed in a dream of a

brother, an eight-year-old lad, the body of Roy

Tew, drowned in the Arkansas River near Led-

widge, was discovered by Abner Tew.

Roy was picking up driftwood along the river

bank and fell into the stream when the bank

caved in. His father, Tom Tew, came near los-

ing his life in an attempt to save his son. Neigh-

bors searched for several hours for the body of

Roy and it was finally given up as lost.

^fext morning his younger brother, Abner -told

his parents as soon as he awoke that he had had

a dream in which he saw where Roy's body was

concealed. The parents paid little attention to

the boy, but he insisted so strongly that he was

allowed to go and make a search. He walked

straight to a log which extended from the river

bank and pointed to an object which proved to

be the dead boy in the sand, exactly as Abner

had described from his dream.

A BULL FIGHT

Two blooded and pedigreed bulls, one St. Mawes

II a Jersev, and the other an equally aristo-

cratic Guernsey, fought a battle royal on the

ranch of George Williams, near Tillimook, Ore.,

a few nights ago which resulted in the death of

St. Mawes II. from wounds inflicted by the Guern-

sey.

The Jersey, it appeared, had been the aggres-

sor The two animals were quartered separately

in a large bam. In the night St. Mawes II. broke

out of his quarters and into those of the Guern-

sey. There was challenge in his. voice and his

defi* was taken up quickly. Attracted by the

thud-thud of heavy horns striking heavier bodies

and the enraged bellowing of the animals, the

people on the ranch rushed forth in time to see

St. Mawes II. hurled to the ground, his body
pierced in a dozen places where the horns of the

Guernsey had struck him. He soon died of his

wounds. The Guernsey's injuries were not

serious.

AIURDER CONFESSION WRITTEN ON WALL
Charles Guthie, a tile setter, of 83 Truxton

street, Brooklyn, N. Y., found this message writ-

ten on the wall of a building which is being con-

structed at 1011 East Nineteenth street, Brook-
lyn:

"I must write my confession before I kill my-
self, so that whoever reads this should notify the

police, because by this time I am dead. I killed

Marie Agnor of Manchester, Vt., on June 15, 1920.

I Cannot live any longer because wherever I go
I am haunted. So, kind reader, have pity on me,
I am the man, not James Droucher, who killed

her. Notify the police so that he may go free.

I, Edward Manning of Brooklyn, killed her with
a gun, that will be found at the toUgate at the
road leading to Rutland."
Above the message was a diagram, showing

where the gun was hidden. Guthie notified the

police of the Parkville station, who communicated
with the authorities at Manchester. The police

there said that they had no record of such a mur-
der, but would investigate.

OLD PIGSTY FOUNDATION OF LIBRARY
A reading room and library that can exist in

complete independence and probable ignorance
that any such person as Andrew Carnegie ever
lived is sufficiently unique to command attention.

One such not only exists but flourishes in a pig-

sty in Hartshay, a Derbyshire, England, hamlet,
and its beginning possesses many interesting
features.
Up to about thirty years ago the men, the so-

ber-minded ones, had no other meeting place in

Hartshay after the day's work was done than
the bridge over the Cromford and Derby Canal.
There they smoked, read the evening paper aloud
and talked over current events. This was not
a bad rallying place when the weather was warm
and fair, but in the winter it was not quite as
pleasant. Then, when it rained or was very cold,

they walked down the towpath and held their
meetings under the bridge.

In the autumn of 1892 one of the members of
the little assembly came into undisputed posses-
sion of a pigsty, the former occupants of which
had been converted into pork. The new owner
furnished it w-ith a few boxes for seats and in-

vited his mates to make it their winter head-
quarters. They jumped at the chance, and thence-
forth met nightly in the pigsty.

It was the rudest hovel, barely six feet square,
and without windows, so candles were necessary
day and night. To enter it was necessary to
crawl through the low dOor on hands and knees.
Nevertheless, the former habitues of the canal
bridge promptly constituted themselves a society,

and drew up rules for the government of Lower
Hartshay Reading Rooni^

Soon a rough table was added; a daily and a
weekly newspaper were subscribed for, and in ad-
dition to the few books that the members ov/ned,
a number were contributed by outsiders. Five
nights in the week reading, smoking, games and
social intercourse were in order; but Wednesday
and Friday evenings were devoted to reading
aloud by the best scholar, and the first two books
thus read were Carlyle's "French Revolution''
and Gibbons' "Decline and Fall of 4:he Roman
Em.pire."

When there were twenty or more members they
decided to take the adjoining pigsty. A full sized
door was put in; a skylight placed in the roof;
rough wooden benches added; also a battered and
smoking stove; the walls were whitewashed and
book shelves put up. All the work was done by
the members.
Thanks to good financial management, the

shelves are now laden v/ith books; otherwise the
pigsty library has not been further improved.
Nor is there need of finer surroundings; the men
are the thing.



22 SECRET SERVICE

A PLUCKY YOUNG AMERI-
CAN
OR

HOW CHARLIE SEWARD FACED DEFEAT

By TOM FOX

(A Serial Story)

CHAPTER XVII (continued)
Charlie waited, therefore, until he judged the

man to be within four feet of tjjfe barrel, and
then he leaped up with the heavy coal shovel in

his two hands.
The light of the bull's-eye blinded him to some

extent, but did not prevent him from seeing well
enough to strike full at it, and that is what he
did with all his force. There was a crash and
a yell, and the lantern flew off in one direction,
while the man fell over in another.

In a flash the boy had leaped from the barrel,
jumping high and clearing the top with ease.

The lantern had fallen so that it lay on one side,

with its glaring eye turned so that it fell on the
prostrate form of the man. In an instant Charlie
had his foot on the fellow, but he did not stir or
utter a single sound, and the boy made up his
mind that the rascal had been knocked uncon-
scious by the blow from the coal shovel.

With a quick move the boy picked 'up the lan-

tern, and ran for the means of exit from the un-
desirable place. He made his way quickly up the
step-ladder, and reached the basement hallway
just as the man below him came back to con-

sciousness.
"Here, hold on!" shouted the fellow, but Charlie

quickly pulled the ladder and drew it into the
passage. Then he closed and bolted the cellar

door. *
The fellow made a great racket, but Charlie

paid no attention whatever to him. He looked on

the floor, and 'there saw two things that might be

useful to him. One was the rope ladder, made of

dlk, slender, easily carried, and capable of sus-

taining a great weight; the other was a large

uunch of keys, and it was at once dawned on the

lad that the man down in the cellar had placed

them there before making his descent, in order

to be sure that they v/ould not drop out of his

pocket. Without doubt they contained a key that

fitted the main front door of Dr. Bokanki's house,

and the desire came strongly over the young fel-

low to once more search the premises. Perhaps
Ma: y Argyle and the detective were still there,

in spite of the fact that he had previously

searched in vain.

CHAPTER XVIII. .

Charlie Locates Trainor.

Charlie coiled the ladder of silk over his arm,
and with the lantern in his hand walked out of

the house, closing the door behind him.

He ascended the steps of the doctor's house,

and fitting one of the beys entered.

He crept softJy down the basement stairs.

There was a small light in the dining-room,
and a similar one in the kitchen and hallway,
but nobody was visible. Then he went down into

the cellar, which was in darkness, and flashed Ais

bull's-eye all over the place until he was satis-

fied that nobody was there, either. The bogus de-

tective and the girl had evidently been released.

He then made his way to the doctor's ofTce,

in which there was a light burning, and looked
about him. The room was of ordinary appear-
ance except in one respect, and that v/as that
although the chimney ran through the side of the
room there was no fireplace, but where it evident-
ly had once been the wainscoting that ran around
the rest of the room was' continued there, thus
perfectly boarding it in. It v/as a high wainscot-
ing, too, and it struck the boy as being uniisual
and peculiar.
Approaching the boarded-in chimney-place,

Charlie called out loudly, taking the risk of any-
body being upstairs:

"Trainor!"
A faint, a very faint sound came to his ears. It

was not the sound of a voice, but resembled such
a noise as might be made by a human hand
against a brick wall.

Then he thought out a possible plan of com-
munication with Trainor, if the detective were,
indeed, within a few feet of him. Standing close

to the boards, and shouting at the top of his

voice, Charlie said:
"Trainor, one knock means yes, and two knocks

mean no. Do you hear and understand what I

say?"
Faintly came back one answering knock, not

loud enough to be heard or noticed a foot away
from the boards, but Charlie had his ears pressed
to them, and was sure of the sound. 'The boy
continued his questions, and this was the conver-
sation made by shouts from Charlie and faint
knocks from within the chimney:

"Is that you, Trainor?"
"Yes."
"Are you bound and gagged?"
"Y^s."
Charlie thought for a moment, and then an

idea came to him that suggested a possible means
of rescue.

"Can you look up?"
"Yes."
"Then look up and tell me if you can see the

sky?"
There was delay that seemed like an hour to

the waiting boy, and then came a single faint
knock. Charlie's heart throbbed v/ith hope, and
he called in joyous tones to the prisoner:

"All right, Trainor; I'll soon have you out of
that."

An answering knock assured him that the de-

tective understood him, and the boy hastened up
the stairs to the top floor, and then sought out
the closet where a ladder ran up to the scuttle

that led to the roof. Once on the roof Charlie
m.ade his way to the chimney over the fireplace

that ran through the office, and turning back the
slide from his lantern, threw the brilliant rays
straight down below.
He saw a form standing erect in the fireplace

a little less than twenty feet below him.

(To be continued.)
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THE NEWS IN SHORT ARTICLES-

lOWANS RAID $52 QUART BOOTLEGGER
Indignant because of an effort to hold them up

for $52 a quart, and using shot guns to rout an
Omaha booze runner from his car, several thirsty
Atlantic men seized his entire stock, sixteen
quarts.
The Omaha man halted his motor car in the

outskirts of the city and advertised his wares by
secret code. Prospective purchasers soon arrived
but they found his price of $52 was a quart, and,
returned to town to hold a consultation on ways
and means.

Marshalling reinforcements they again left

with two guns for the place where lay the oasis.

Hiding in the weeds, they fired into the air and
the stranger, evidently believing revenue officers

reinforced by United States sharpshooters were
on his scent, abandoned car and liquor stock and
fled. Then the thirsty divided the liquor and left.

HAWAIIAN NATIVES BECOMING EXTINCT
Hawaii's native race will be extinct in seventy-

five years if the ratio of births and deaths set by
the official figures for the fi.scal years 1919-20 is

maintained. This is indicated by the report of
Dr. F. E. Trotter, president of the Territorial
Board of Health, which shows that during the
year the deaths of pure blooded Hawaiians to-

talled 1,009, while there were 676 births.-

There are approximately 25,000 pure blooded
Hawaiians living on the Hawaiian Islands, ac-

cording to estimates. Reports for past years
show decreases in their numbers.

In marked contrast with the evidence that the
Hawaiians are mem.bers of a "dying race" are
the vital statistics dealing with those who repre-
sent mixtures of Hawaiian with Caucasian and
Asiatic blood.

Of the Caucasian-Hawaiians 249 died during
the last fiscal year, while there were 699 births
in that section of the Territory's population. The
Asiatic-Hawaiian strain—principally Chinese-
Hawaiian—recorded 103 deaths and 491 births.

The natural increase in the Japanese popula-
tion of the Territory during the year was 3,366.
During the year there were 4,963 births and 1,597
deaths among the Japanese.

THE TOAD HAS HIS USES
Formerly the toad was held to be a venomous

reptile, but in our ovv^n day its habits have been
more carefully observed and its great value to

the gardener has been established. Inasmuch
as the toad destroys many species of harmful in-

sects we should cultivate its friendship.

Now every tidy housewife detests the cock-

roach, the mouse and other vermin. Two or

thre6 domestic toads, it is said, will keep any
premises clear of these. The toad is possessed

of a timid and retiring disposition, loving dark
corners and shady places, but under kind treat-

ment becomes quite tame.

Many instances might be cited of pet toads re-

maining several years in a family and doing most
valuable services, with no other compensation

than that of immunity from persecution. All that
is necessary to secure the cooperation of the toad,
indoors or out, is to provide it with cool and safe
retreats by day and convenient access to water.
It will then go forth to the performance of its

nocturnal duty "without money and without
price."

In Europe toads are carried to the cities to
market and are purchased by the horticulturists,
who by their aid are enabled to keep in check
the multiplication of the insects that prey upon
their fruits, flowers, &c.
There was a wise old toad that lived for more

than thirty-six years in a hole beneath the door-
step of a French farmhouse How old it was
v/hen first noticed no one could say, but it had
probably lived for a long time before familiarity
with the sight of man emboldened it to rest tran-
quilly on the door-step over which persons were
constantly passing.

The step became the batrachian's hunting
ground, where, with little trouble, it might cap-
ture the ants which persisted in crossing and re-
crossing it. The toad, hunting for its supper,
came to be regarded as one of the sights of the ^
neighborhood, and certainly the skilful manner in
which it used its wonderfully formed tongue en-
titled it to be rankecl as an expert among hunters.
For one thing, it shovve'd v/onderful skill in

judging distance; the tongue was never darted
out until the insect came within a certain range.
The accuracy of the creature's aim was another
matter for surprise. The insects were generally
in motion when the tongue vvas darted against
them, but the arrow never failed to hit its mark.
The rapidity with which the tongue was shot

forth excited much wonder. The operation is a
complex one. The tongue is doubled or rolled

up when in the mouth; therefore, a twofold ac-

tion is required, an uncoiling of the weapon, and
then the darting of it forth.

The withdrawing of the tongue, with the cap-
tured insect on the top, was not less remarkable.
Notwithstanding the rapid motion, the fineness

of the tongue tip and the struggles of the prey
the victim was never dropped.

The toad was so taine that it might rightly be
called domesticated. It would remain quietly in

one hand and take its food from the other, pro-
vided a leaf was placed on the hand which held

it. Without this precaution the warmth of the

human hand was evidently annoying and uncom-
fortable to the chilly little fellow.

Few things seemed to please it more than to be
placed on a table in the evening when the lamp
was lighted. It would look around with the
greatest confidence in its gleaming eye and when
insects v/ere placed on the table it snapped them
up with even greater rapidity than in its day
huntings.

In this way the toad lived for thirty-six years,

the pet of the neighborhood. It might have lived

many years more had not a tame but spiteful

raven pecked out one of its eyes.



24 SECRET

MY ADVENTURE WITH PIRATES

By Col. Ralph Fenton.

What induced me to go to sea I can but dimly
remember. It is so many years ago and my first

voyage was also my last.

Probably it was a somewhat lively imagination
fostered by a course of reading, beginning with
Robinson Crusoe and winding up rather abruptly
with Captain Kidd, which latter volume my high-
ly indignant fatKer snatched from my hand just

as I had reached a most thrilling episode, and
cremated before my very eyes. However, the

mischief was done, and sundry dead cats found
hanging suspended from the rafters in the garret

by ropes around their necks testified to the blood-

thirsty thoughts that ran riot in my brain.

I was dispatched to college, but after a year's

stay there was ignominious] y expelled for in-

citing sedition and rebellion among my fellow-

students and setting up a rival government of

which I was the chief, and, as the first executive

act of my short reign, condemning my worthy
professor of Greek to death at the block.

I being thus sent home in disgrace, my father
began to despair of ever making of rnte, his only
child, an honorable member of society and suc-

cessor in the tape and measurement business, in

w^hich he had accumulated a fortune.

As a last desperate resort our family physician,

who, by. the way, was a homeopathist, advised
him to send me to sea and in search of pirates

—

on the well-known principle of curing like by like,

and I may as well here remark that the remedy
was a most effectual one. However, I was at that
time in blissful ignorance of the reason of the
wise physician's counsel and my delight can be
imagined when one morning my father informed
me that he had secured for me the appointment
of midshipman in the schooner Nancy Bell, which
was to set sail the next day for the South Sea
Islands on a general trading cruise, capturing
whatever pirates they conveniently came across

on the voyage.
Obtaining from my father a sum which I

deemed sufficient for my purpose, I, not without
some difficulty, purchased an out-rig, including

revolver, cutlasses, short swords, etc.; and thus
fully equipped in a manner to strike terror, not
only to the soul of the most valiant pirate of the
sea, but of everybody else, who must have looked
upon me as some escaped lunatic, I proudly strode
the deck of the vessel that was to be the scene
of my glorious exploits.

But why linger over the fond, tearful parting
from my parents; the unalloyed bliss of the first

day's voyage out; the utter misery of the suc-
ceeding two weeks, when I lay in my hammock,
groaning and writhing in all the agonies of sea-

sickness; the surprise that awaited me to find,

on my recovery, all my gay garments, my pistols,

weapons, powder and ammunition gone, and in

their stead a pair of coarse white trousers, a blue
navy shirt, a frieze jacket, leather belt and tar-

paulin, and a pair of cowhide boots, in all of
which I was obliged to array myself; the disgust

SERVICE

that overspread my countenance when inforn.ed
by the captain, into whose presence I was sum-
moned, that we were not going in search of pi-
rates, and, in fact, would keep out of their way as
much as possible; that my duty would chiefly con-
sist in scrubbing the decks, wait on him person-
ally and assist the sailors generally to the best
of my ability, and that the slightest show of dis-
obedience and insubordination on my part would
be met by summary and condign punishment.
Weeks rolled by. We reached our destination,

completed our traffic and with a valuable cargo of
gold, spice and ebony wood on board set sail for
home. One night I was roused from my sleep
in the hammock by the cry of: "Pirates, pirates!"
"At last!" cried I, hastily scrambling into my

clothes and rushing on deck. My ardent hopes
were doomed to disappointment. When I reached
the deck I found the pirate vessel lashed tightly
to ours, while my captain was standing on board
the strange craft, holding an apparently friendly
conversation with a gigantic looking, swarthy-
faced, heavily bearded chap, whom I at once put
down to be the pirate chief himself.

The consultation was over in a few minutes
and then the captain returned with the startling
information that the pirate had agreed to accept
one-fourth of our cargo as a condition of letting
us continue our voyage. This was more than blood
and flesh could stand! What! compromise with
a rascally cut-throat before a shot had been fired
or a blow struck? Shades of Paul Jones and
all other maritime heroes forbid! If my captain
was so recreant to all sense of duty and glory,
I would show that the spirit of American bravery
was not extinct in my bosom at least.

I leaped on the pirate's deck, and snatching a
cutlass from the hands of a brawny negro, I
flashed it before the chieftain's eyes and cried:
"Come on, you shag-eared villain, you! I'm
Young America, I am, and I'll

"

Before I could finish the sentence I felt myself
raised in the air by the muscular negro and un-
ceremoniously pitched into the sea. Down, down
I went as in a bottomless abyss. I opened my
mouth to scream for help, but only swallowed
enough water to suffocate me. Finally conscious-
ness left me. When I awoke I found myself lying
on a couch of soft furs spread on the sandy
ground of a little cave, A slight sound caused
me to turn

^
my head. I noticed what I took at

'

first to be 'an angel standing beside my couch.
A moment's thought convinced me, however, that
she was a being of flesh and blood; in fact, a
rare and radiant maiden, clad in an oriental cos-
tume as gorgeous and magnificent as she was
beautiful. I now also observed a matronly look-
ing woman, evidently my bewitching companion's
attendant, standing at some distance.
"Senor is awake, Gracios Dios!" murmured

the fair unknown in pure Spanish.

"Will sencrita please tell me where I am and
how I came here?" asked I faintly.

"Senor must not excite himself by talking,"
said the old lady, replying to my question, much
to my chagrin. "The Princess Inez and myself
were walking on the beach here two days ago and
found your body lying on the shore, where it had
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been cast by the waves. We brought you to the
cave and restored you to life. That is all."

With these words she somewhat hastily de-
parted with her maid.
The day passed quickly enough, but when the

morrow came, contrary to my expectations, it

brought no Brigitta, with a second instalment of
food and wine and news from her whom I already
denominated my heart's queen. On the following
morning I was again left alone. I could edure
the hunger and suspense no longer. Unarmed
as I was, I left the cave and set out for a num-
ber of cottages which I beheld some distance in-

land. I was still rather weak and pale, but I

resolutely pushed forward until I reached v/hat

I found to be a veritable pirates' village. A
building more ambitious looking than the rest

attracted my attention. I advanced to the vine-

covered porch and boldly rapped at the closed

window. Suddenly the wooden shutter was
opened and a fairy-like hand, which I instantly
recognized as belonging to my princess, was ex-
tended to me. I grasped the dainty fingers and
gallantly raised them to my lips.

"Flee, senor," I heard Inez whisper. "My
father has locked me and Brigitta in the house
here. He suspects your presence on the island.

Do not linger, but flee for your life!"

"Never, Inez!" cried I impulsively. "I will not
leave you immured he-re like a felon in a cell.

Besides, I cannot get oif of this infernal island

I shall stay here and die with you and for you!'*

"Oh, senor," begged she. "You do not know
my father and Sancho. They have gone to search
for you along the seashore. You must not re-

tum to the cave. Go hide in the woods, and
Heaven protect you!"
Again she put out her hand and touched my

brow as if to push me away, and at that moment
with terrible cries came rushing toward me, saber

in hand, the very pirate chief and negro whom
I had already once before encountered.

"Diablos!" cried the chief. "So you are the dog
whom my daughter cared for in the cave! The
brat who dared to defy me to my own face! Ha,
ha! Sancho," added he, turning with a grim
laugh to the negro, "this youngster is the same
chap v/hom you threw overboard. He wasn't born
to be drowned—ha, ha!"

"Yah, yah!" grinned the black fiend. "We
hang him, yah, yah!"

Resistance on my part was useless, and, seized

by the brawny arms of the negro, I was raised

bodily from the ground, and, with Irez's terrible

shriek ringing in my ears, carried into the next
hut. My prison—for such it proved to be—was
entirely destitute of furniture, and being bound
hand and foot with a couple of ropes lying near
by. I was thrown on the floor and thus addressed
by the chief:

"I'd like to cut your throat, you young whelp,
but I'll not deprive my people of the pleasure
of witnessing your death torments. They're out
in their boats now, but they'll be in by sunset,

and then we'll roast you alive. We'll do that,

Sancho, won't we?"
"Yah, yah," replied the ebon-hued fiend, "we'll

do that. It vAU be gloriaus fun!'

With that I was left alone, and it may be im-

agined that my thoughts were not oT a very
pleasant order. As I had become disgusted with
the first phase of my maritime adventures, so
now I was heartily sick of these latter develop-
ments. I wished myself back again in New York,
and would gladly have resigned the rainbow-
tinted air-castle I had reared since I had seen
and known Inez, and taken up any position be-
hind my father's counter. Hovvever, wishing did
not help matters any, and as soon as daylight
waned Sancho came to fetch me to my funeral
pyre.

I had sufficiently schooled my features not to
betray the agitation I felt, and determined to
meet death as became an American.
The bands were removed from my feet but not

from my hands, and I was marched out into an
open space vv^here there were about two score
men and women. I was received with shouts and
execrations by the assembled throng and at once
led to a pile of wood and brushes which had been
erected in the center of the plain.

There was no time left me for prayers or plead-
ings, if I felt inclined to indulge in any, which I

did not; and having been tied to the stake, Sancho
took up a flaming torch and was about to apply
it to the combustible material by which I w^as
surrounded when the throng was parted and Inez,
vv'ild and breathless, came rushing up to me, and
throwing her arms around my neck, exclaimed:
"Now^ Sancho, light the pine. We will perish

together!"
The astonishment into which the pirates Vv^ere

thrown by this incident had not yet been dis-

pelled before another and nost unexpected inter-

vention occurred.
"On them. Give them 'Hail Columbia!'"
The command rang out clear atid distinct from

the surrounding bushes, and the next instant,

with many a shout and hurrah, there dashed to-

ward us no others but a detachment of the crew
of the Nancy Bell, led by my own captain.

The pirates were taken at a decided disadvan-
tage, and before many minutes had elapsed the

struggle was over, the villains either dead or

wounded, and I and Inez rescued from an immi-
nent and horrible death.
Among the killed were Sancho, the negro, and

the pirate chief, the latter confessing before his

death that Inez was not his daughter, but an
American girl v/hom he had taken from a cap-
tured vessel when she was a child.

When Inez, Brigitta and myself, together with
a good part of the pirate's treasure were safely

on board the Nancy Bell the captain told me that
his compromise with the pirate had been but a
ruse to disarm the latter's suspicions, and that

he had followed him to the island to be able to

get the pirates at a disadvantage, in which, as
we have seen, he was successful.

It is needless to add that my opinion of the
captain underwent a radical change, and ever

afterward I was never weary of lauding his

bravery and sagacity.

However, I was glad enough to reach home
once more, and was entirely cured of my roving

disposition. When I arrived at my majority I

became a partner in my father's business and the

happy husband of Princess Inez.
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ITEMS OF INTEREST

TOWN IN DARKNESS FOR MOVIE
Because of a small auxiliary power plan which

suj^plies Lovelock, Nev., with light since the big

Nevada Valley's power plant was closed is not

sufficiently large to operate lights while the mo-
tion picture theatre is using "juice," this place

is without lights every night the "movie" is run-

ning. Candles and lanterns substitute for the

electric illumination.

A WISE DOG
This is a question that has often been asked

and written about, and people are not satisfied

to answer either way. At Jackson, Miss., a boy

named Harmon owned a dog, and because the

canine didn't come at his call he was well licked

and at once disappeared. In two hours he re-

turned with another dog, and the strange dog at

once bit the boy in the leg to punish him. If the

boy's dog didn't think and reason, how did he

bring such a thing about? He felt that the boy
ought to be bitten, but didn't want to do it him-

self. A good smart dog catches on to things

much quicker than a dull boy.

HORSE ROBS BOY
Do not flirt money in the face of a horse, as

it is not safe. A twelve-year-old boy was walking
along one of the business streets of Bellafonte,

Pa., one afternoon with two $1 bills. A horse
was tied at the curb. The boy brushed the bills

across the animal's nose. The horse got a whiff
of the bills. Then the boy made another pass at

the horse vdth the bills, and the animal opened
its mouth and the bills disappeared. The boy
was so astounded he hardly realized what had
happened for a minute, but when he did he cried:

"Whoa," "back up" and all the horse talk he
knew, l3ut the horse calmly chewed the bills and
swallowed them.

there are enough beaver in the woods country to
permit a slaughter of 5,000 for their furs an-
nually without diminishing the supply.

It is proposed to have permits granted to trap-
pers which will authorize the capture of not to
exceed three or four members of each beaver
family in a dam or on a stream. Where there are
several families, as in large overflows and lakes,

the num.ber of beaver captured may be restricted
to so many per beaver house. In this way, it is

claimed, the supply will be kept up without ex-
termination in any locality. Also the number to
be taken by any trapper would be restricted to
ten or twelve, as in Western states.

It is figured that 5,000 beaver would add from
$50,000 to _ $75,000 to the trappers' incomes in

the Adirondacks, and sportsmen would be enabled
to trap their own overcoat linings. And a good
many private preserve owners have caught the
forty or fifty mink or muskrat needed to create
such a garment, and added a pekan or otter or
two for trimming, and caught foxes or marten
for the muffs and capes of the missus.
The Adirondack region was badly overtrap-

ped the past two years, and practically all the
animals, except beaver, are greatly reduced in
numbers.

LAUGHS
"Here, waiter, there's a fly in my soup.'*

"Serves the brute right. He's been buzzin' round
here all the mornin'."

General (noticing face powder on soldier's"

arm)—What does this mean, sir? Soldier—Ef-
fects of a pressing engagement, sir!

"What are you crying about, my little man?"
"All my brothers have got a month's holiday and
I ain't got none." "Why, that's too bad. How
is that?" "Boo-hoo! 1 don't go to school yet."

"I think I had better get a job before we
marry." "Don't .be so unromantic, Freddy. I

won't need any clothes for a long, long time.'*

"But you may want to eat almost immediately,
my dear."

"Come, Willie,^' said his mother, "don't be so
selfish. Let your little brother play with your
marbles a while." "But," protested Willie, "he
means to keep them always. ' "Oh, I guess not."
"I guess yes! 'Cause he's swallered two o' them
already."

A cowardly fellow, having kicked a newsboy
for pestering him to by an evening newspaper,
the lad waited till another boy accosted the "gen-
tleman," and then shouted in the hearing of the
bystanders: "It's no use to try him, Jimmie, he
can't read."

TO TRAP BEAVER FOR THE FUR
Efforts to have the Legislature permit the trap-

ping of beaver for their furs in the Adirondack
region are to be made in force this winter by the
Guides' Associations, land owners of private pre-
serves and other organizations. It is claimed that

An Irishman at a fair was poked in the eye
with a stick and took proceedings against the
offender. Said the magistrate: "Come, now, you
don't really believe he meant to put your eye
out?" "Faith, you're right, this time," said Pat,
"for I believe he tried to put it farther in."
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FIND PIN STOLEN YEARS AGO
A valuable stickpin, stolen from the late Wilbur

Eliason, of Chestertown, Md., forty-six years ago,

was recovered by the police of Kansas City, Mo.,

when found on ^a prisoner. The pin bears Mr.

Eliason's name. The Chief of Police of the West-
ern city wrote to the Chestertov;n authorities in

trying to get a record of the thief. Mr. Eliason

was relieved of his valuables v/hiie a student at

Yale College in 1874.

WOMAN GETS A SHAVE
Shaving a woman customer in Chester, Pa.,

was a new experience and an unusual one when
Showden B. Maslin, a knight of the razor, was
called upon to perform the operation.

The barber's first thought was that the woman
patron was about 'to engage his services to trim

a youngster's golden tresses. Then he concluded

that she must be a book agent, but when she

coolly removed her hat and veil and placed them
on one of the hat hooks like a "regular feller"

and slipped into one of the big chairs, he looked

his astonishment.
With the instruction "once ^ver," the woman

settled herself for the business m hand.

"Do you really wash to be shaved?" inquired

the barber.
"Certai-niy I do," v;as the determined answer.

After the operation was completed the woman
paid . the price, entered an autoxriobile and was
driven avv'ay.

NEVER WEAR RI^ IS NEAR- MACHINERY
Most people would imagine that the condenma-

tion of harmful luxuries by doctors would happen

most frequently in the office with rich patients,

but surgeons attached to large industries could

tell that neither fines nor thought of others seems

able to eradicate the love of finery, says the New
York Medical Journal. Three cases of finger or

hand crushing have happened recently in laun-

dries owing to rings being worn. The lavv^ decrees

that all flatiron workers must be equipped w^ith

guards in front of the feed rolls to prevent the

hands of feeders from being drawn into the roll-

ers, and ringed fingers were found especially dan-

gerous, yet nothing seems able to instill the idea

of self-preservation at the small cost of giving up
some finery in work hours.

It is not only the girls but the men who some-

times put adornment before safety. Do they real-

ize—just to give one instance—that the rim of a

circular sav/ is moving at the rate of one to two
miles a minute? Perhaps not, but the printed

warnings against wearing rings or gloves are

before their eyes. All the same, smashed fingers

and hands appear with horrible frequency, and
the public blame the employer for what was in

reality contributory negligence on the part of the

worker.

STRENUOUS TIMES AFTER CIVIL WAR
Jhe dearth of houses and high rentals are not

uliprecedented ;. practically the same situation
prevailed foUowjng the Civil War, according to

William Shepard of No. 80 Richmond Avenue,
Port Richmond, S. I.

"I was then living on the west side of Lafay-
ette Avenue, neir Marcy Avenue, Brooklyn, and
occupied a three-family brick house," said Mr.
Shepard. "The rental was $250 a year. The
landlord served warning that because of the high
cost of living he would have to raise the rent to

?600 a year. A friend living on Staten Island
advised me to move there and where rents were
cheaper. This was in 1866. I did so, renting a
two and a half-story frame house on St. Paul's
Avenue, Tompkinsville, for $300 a year. But in

those days there were no improvements in dv/ell-

ing houses. We were obliged to go for our Vv^ater

.supply to a pump on the corner.
"A short time ago I saw^the house in Brooklyn

w^here I had lived fifty-four years ago. Aside
from the installation of m.odern improvements it

was unchanged. "Wg thought in 1866 that the
$300 I was paying for a year^-Jiabitation of the
three-story house at Lafayette and Marcy Ave-
nues was a high figure. Before that I had rented
three-story brick houses near that spot for $110
and $150 a year.
"Following the^ Civil War, the cost of living in-

creased to double that of normal times. There
was then, however, no adulteration or s^rt-
weighing of foodstuffs. ' Prices were higher, but
you got the quality in viiatcver you bought.

"THE WAY TO BECOME A MOVING PIC-
TURE ACTRESS" is in "Moving Picture Stories,"

No. 326. Get a copy. Price 7 cents; postage free.

HARRY E. WOLFF, 166 W. 23rd St., N. Y.
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GOOD READING
TERRIER GOES HOME BACKWARD

The remarkable instinct of a fox terrier was
again proved when recently a dog of that breed
belonging to a Maidstone farmer, in England,
found his way home when his head was impris-
oned in a drain pipe and so firmly lodged there
that he could not release himself.
The terrier disappeared from his home and was

gone several days, the farmer and his family
meanwhile fearing he had been lost or stolen.

Finally the dog, half starved, was seen crawling
backwards across a field toward his home, drag-
ging with him the drain pipe in which his head
was firmly wedged. It was necessary to break
the pipe before the terrier could be released. It

is thought that he got trapped in the pipe while
pursuing a rabbit.

TOLL OF THE JUNGLE
India still pays its annual tribute of human

life to the jungle. In fact, the number of deaths
from snake bite or the attacks of wild animals
has steadily increased during the last few years,
a fact which has been attributed to the great

^ floods. The rising waters have driven the ser-

pents out of the lowlands up into the villages,

and have diminished through drowning the nat-
ural food supply of the larger wild beasts.

According to the latest annual figures avail-

able, 55 persons were killed by elephants, 25 by
hyenas, 109 by bears, 351 by leopards, 319 by
wolves, 853 by tigers and 688 by other animals,
including wild pigs. No less than 22,478 died
from -the bite of poisonous snakes. The grand
total of mortality is 24,878.
The losses on the part of the inhabitants of

the jungle were nearly but not quite as great as
those of their human enemies and the domesticat-
ed animals combined. Ninety-one thousand one
hundred and four snakes and over 19,000 wild
beasts of various kinds were killed.

A great many cases of snake bite were success-
fully treated with the Brunton lancet and per-
manganate of potash, but it is, nevertheless, im-
possible to assert the value of this treatment,
since no one knows whether all, or even a large
number, of the cases treated were caused by the
bites of really venomous snakes.

FOUGHT BULL BAREHANDED
An exceptional barehanded struggle against

an enraged bull ended only when his brother-in-
law -^ame to his aid with a rifle, resulted in sav-
ing the life of Howard Richardson, thirty-two
years old, who, with his wife, resides on the
Elias Richardson farm, about four miles east of
Victor, N. Y.
When the animal and other cattle broke into

a field on the Richardson farm, Howard Rich-
ardson went to drive them out. He was attacked
by the enraged bull and thrown to the ground,
where the bull proceeded to stamp upon him.
Charles Lovejoy, a |)rother-in-law of Richardson,
was passing the house with his family in an auto
and witnessed the attack. Lovejoy went to Rich-
ardson's assistance while Mrs. Lovejoy ran to the

house and got a rifle. Lovejoy found Richard-
son prostrate on the ground, with the bull back-
ing off for repeated attacks on the man.
Each rush, however, was met by the attacked

man gouging his Angers deep into the animal's
eyes, staying the advances to some extent. The
gouging tactics on the part of Richardson saved
his life, for had the enraged animal reached his
victim's chest or head with his hoofs death would
have resulted.
Lovejoy was unable to shoot the animal in a

vital part for fear of hitting Richardson, but
finally m^anaged to put three or four bullets
through the bull's thighs, forcing temporary ab-
andonment of the attack. Richardson was im-
mediately lifted over the fence, and, with a few
more shots, Lovejoy killed the ,bull.

Richardson w^as badly bruised over his entire
body, but it is believed that he will recover.

TRAIL OF AN ORANGE CAT
Seventeen men who are in prison or under bail

to-day, accused of»being implicated in the theft or
disposal of $360,000 worth of German dyes, have
only a dingy, emaciated white kitten of disrepu-
table ancestry and habits to thank for their plight.
As the kitten is still prowling about the rat
coverts and scrap heaps of the Hoboken water-
front, it is unlikely that they ever will have an
opportunity to express their gratitude.

The dyes, part of the German indemnity to the
United States, were stolen July 9 from a ware-
house of the Textile Alliance, Inc., in Hoboken,
N. J., where they w^ere in the custody of the gov-
ernment. Two days later the kitten crossed the
path of a Federal detective as he lounged despond-
ently near a pier in Hoboken, speculating on the
meagre facts then in his possession concerning
the dye theft.

The kitten was one to arouse the interest of a
naturalist as well as a detective, for among the
sombre and squalid stains upon its coat were
splotches of vivid orange, of just the shade of
some of the stolen dyes. The detective followed
the kitten. Catwise, it led him along an erratic
and noisome route which ended when it slipped
through a cellar window of a lodging-house near
the river.

Before it vanished, however, the detectives
clipped a bunch of its orange hair. This was ana-
lyzed and found to contain substances which iden-
tified the coloring matter as of German origin.
Thereafter every occupant of the house was
watched.

One of them, with two other men, was arrested
as he rode in an automobile behind a motor truck
containing about $180,000 worth of German dyes,
the arrest taking place just outside Paterson,
N. J. Information obtained from these prisoners
led to the discovery of about $60,000 worth of
dyes on an abandoned farm in Orange County,
and the investigation of the Widder Dye and
Chemical Company, 155 Broadway, Brooklyn.



HIGH SCHOOL
COURSE IN

TWO YEASIS

OLD COTTON-
WOOD ONCE
A HANDSPIKE

,At Norris City,

111., there is a
tree known as

the "vaulting-
pole Cottonwood"
that has an in-

teresting history
w^hich is told by
the American
Forestry Maga-
zine as follows:

Hosea Pierce
and a boy com-
rade returned
from the War of

1812 to their
homes, near Nor-
ris City, in the
spring of 1815,

and on Jan. 8 of

that year they
had helped Gen.
Jackson whip the
British in the
Battle of New
Orleans.

These boys both
attended a log

rolling on the old

Pierce farm that

spring, and as

they were return-

ing to the house
after their day's

work made a
wager who could

vault the furth-

est, using their

Cottonwood hand-
spikes as vaulting
poles. They both
left their hand-
spikes sticking in

the soft earth

where they had
vaulted, and dur-

ing the spring

rains of 1815

they both took

root and lived.

One of these

trees died about
ten years ago,

but the other is

still living and is

105 years old.

This tree is about
thirty feet • in

circumfere nee,
175 feet high,

with a very large
hollow in the
base of the tree

which has been
used as a hous-
ing for setting

hens, and a ken-
nel for dogs.

A SIX MONTHS' SlBSCRIPTieiV TO THE

BOYS' MAGAZINE FOR ONLY 50 CENTS

!

iJy accepting this remarkable low price offer you
save 70 cents over the newsstand price as our price
PER COPY is 20 cents.
THE BOYS' MAGAZINE is the finest boys' periodical

In America. Each issue contains from 15 to 22 thrilling
short stories, from 3 to 4 splendid serial stories besides
a wealth of special departments devoted to Electricity.
Mechanics, Wireless, Popular Science. Athletics and
Phj'sical Training, Editorials, Stamp and Coin Collect-
ing, Review of New Boys' Books. Moving Picture PlayB
and Players, Stories by Boys, Debating, Outdoor Sports,
Amateur Photography, Talks with Parents, Boys Who
Are Winning Business Success, etc., etc. Besides all

this we are now publishing, in each issue, a large num-
ber of illustrated jokes drawn by the best professional
comic artists in America.
Send only 50 cents today (send stamps if more con-

Tenient) and we'll enter your subscription at once.
You are not taking the slightest chance AS WE

WILL REFUND YOUR MONEY IMMEDIATELY should
you not be more than pleased with THE BOYS'
MAGAZINE'. Our firm is incorporated for $200,000.00
under the laws of the State of Pennsylvania. Every
banker and publisher in America will tell you we are
ABSOLUTELY RELIABLE.

So send along your subscription and if THE BOYS'
MAGAZINE doesn't far exceed your expectations we'U
refund your money promptly and without Question.

Address: The Scott F. Redfietd Co., Inc.
5040 Main St., Smethport, Pa.

THE BOYS' MAGAZINE
*'''2o''clnS a^copy""'"^"*^'

RY-TO-RIDER
SAVES YOU MONEY
Buy direct and save $10 to $20 on a

bicycle. RANQER BICYCLES now
come in 44 styles, colors and sizes,
greatly improved; prices reduced. WE
DELIVER FREE to you on approval aad
SO days trial, actual ridingr test.

EASY PAYMENTS if desired, at •
small advance over our Regular Fae<
tory-to-Rider cash prices.
TIRES, lampa, wheels, parts and

supplies at halfu$ual prioea.

Do not buy a bicycle, tires, or sun-
dries until you get our biar tree
Rancor cataloe.low prices and liber-
al terms. A postal brmffs everythinr

BIEHn CYCLE COMPANY
Rlkfiy Dspt. A lssChicaso

Ranger
Btoctrle
Lighted
Motorbike^

jnade to your meas
ce. i n the I atest style,
.would you keep and

it, show it to
yourfriends.letthem

eee our beau-
tiful samoles
and splendid
new styles ?

^Could you use
.00 an hour for
little spar*

[time? Evory
tailorinsaK*"**
send for «ur
'wonderful new
Iproposltfon.Jast
'write a letter or

postal and say, "Send me your new special offer," I will

send you our bi^ new boi»k of samoles and styles to pick
from and my new, Fpecial offer, all free. Even if yoa
don't care to be atrent, Ber-i anyway, and learn how to
get all your own clothes t REE. Address

L. E. ASHER, President
BANNER TAILORING CO.

Oept 701 Chleaeo. ILL

E£BNmRE£L PHONOGRAPH
Beautifully finished, nickel winding
cran^ spring motor, tpeed regulator,

gtop lever. New improved sound
box with mica diaphragm, makes
perfect reproductions of all kinds
of music. A MAKVELOU8
Machine in every way. Delight-

ed thousands of homes.

SendNO MONEY
Justyouruam»,and we will

send you 2i of our Art Pictures to

dispose of on special offer at 25c
each. Send us the 16 you collect

and we will send this new im-
proved E. D. L. Phonograph and
» selection of 6 records free,

e. D. LIFE.Oept. Chicaflo

YouWantfoEarnBigMoney!
And you will not be satisfied unless you earn steady
promotion. But are you prepared for the job ahead
of you? Ihj you measure up to the standard that
Insures success? For a more responsible position a
fairly good education Is necessary. To write a sen-
sible business letter, to prepare estimates,, to figure
cost and to compute interest, you must have a cer-
tain amount of preparation. All this you must be
able to do before you will earn prJinoUon.

Many business houses hire no men whose general
knowledge is not equal to a high school course.
Why? Because big business refuses to burden itself

with men who are barred from promotion by the
lack of elementary education.

Can You Qualify for a Better Position

We have a plan whereby you can. We can give you
a complete but simplified high school course in two
years, giving you all the essentials that form the
foundation of practical business. It will prepare
you to hold your own where competition is keen
and exacting. Do not doubt your ability, but make
up your mind to it and you will soon have the re-
quirements that will bring you success and big
money. YOU CAN DO IT.

Let us show you how to get on the road to success.
It will not cost you a single working hour. We are
so sure of being able to help you tliat we will
cheerfully return to you, at the end of ten lessons,

every cent you sent us if you are not absolutely
satisfied. What fairer offer can we make j-ou?
Write today. It costs you nothing but a stamp.

American School of Correspondence
Dept. H.D.-784, Cliieago, U. S. A.

American School of CorrespondenceT^
Dept. H.D.-784, Chicago, 111.

|
I want job cneckcd— tell me how to get it. «

Architect
85.000 to $15,000

Building Contractor
$5,000 to $10,000

Automobile Engineer
64,000 to .510,000

Automobile Repairman
S2,500 to $4,000

Civil Engineer
$5 000 to S15,000

Stracturai Engineer
$4 000 to $10,000

Business Manoger
S5.000 to $15,000

Certified Public Ac-
countant $7,000 to $15,000
Accountant& Auditor

$2,500 to 57,000
Draftsman & Designer

$2,500 to §4,000
Electrical Engineer

$4,000 to $10,000
.... .General Education

in one year

Lawyer
S5.000 to $15,000 I

Mecham'cal Enf?inecr
84,000 to $10,000 a

Shop Saperintendent n
ea.ooo to $7,000 a

Employment Manager I

$1,000 to $10,000
Steam Eiisrineer I

$2,000 to $4,000 "

Foreman's Course f
$2,000 to $4,000 S

Photopley Vvnter I

i;2/>30 to $10,000
Sanitary i^ngineei- B

$2i)00 to $5,000
Telephone Engineer I

S2.G00 to 55,000 3
Telegraph Enginopr «

$2,500 to $5,000 9
Kigh School Graduate g

In two years |
Fire Insurance Expert

es.ooo to $10,000
y

Name.

^Address ^



Rheumatism I

A Remarkable Homo Treatment

Given by One Who Had It

In tho Spring of 1393 i was attacked by Muscu-
lar and InJlainmatoiy Rheumatism. I s-iffered aa

only thoce who have it know, for over three years.
I tried remedy after remedy, and doctor after
doctor, but such relief as I received was only tem-
porary. Finally, I found a jTJedy that cured me
completely, and It has ne\s returned. I have
eirnn it to a number who were terribly afflicted

and even bedridden v^ith rheumatism, some of
them 70 to 80 years old, and results were the
same as in my o'vn case.

"5 want every sufferer from any form of rheu-
matic trouble to try tl)i3 marvelous healing power.
Don't send a cent; .slr.i;iiy mail your name and
address and I will send it free to try. After you
have used It and it lias "pi oven Itself to i>e that
long-loo!'ed-for means of getting rid of your rheu-
matism, you may send the price of it, cno dol-
lar, but understand, I do not want your money
unless you are perfectly satisfied to send it. Isn't
that fair? Why suffer any lon-;:T when relief is

thus offered you free. Don't delay. Vv'rite today.

Mark H. Jaclrscn, No. 803C, Diirston Bid?..
Syracuse, N. Y.

Mr. Jackson is responsible, Abcrj statement truo.

QUiC^ GROWTH I

Box f>e@ To YosiF

Would Ton liie Such a Essult as Tlmf
Do you want, free, a trial box of EToa*

Icott, that has proved successful ia so many
cases? If so, you need only to ansirsr this adv.
br posteard or letter, asking for FREE gflj.
This fumous preparation is for dandruff, thin-
nlng hair and several forms of Bfrai?!!*
BALDNESS, in many cat;e3, f rC&&
a new hair growth has hor-n reported whea

^ all else had failed. Bo why not nee, fo?
youraelf J Koskott U used br men andwomen; It is perfe-tly harmless and often
•tarts hair growth in a f»w days. Addpcam

Koskott Laboratory, East 32d St., U i03 . New Vork, H. Y.

OBACtO
Or SNUFF HABiT
Cured or P4Y
No matter whether used In pipe, cigarette,
cigars, chewed, or used In the form of snuff.
Superba Tobacco Kemedy contains nothing
injurious, no dope, poisons, or habit form-
ing drugs. Guaranteed. Sent on trial. If
it cures costs you one dollar. If it fails, or
if you are not perfectly satisfied, costs yo*
nothing. Write for full remedy today.
SUPERBA COMPANY, Mtl Bnltlmoris Md,

WAKNIN©
In keeping your bowel* rBguIar do noj
become addlctocl to weakening pursafiyes
or mineral JuxatlTes; Just try KOROLAX;
B&fe, gentle, wholesonoo. Best and goes
farthest. Obtainable at uusy druggists, every-
where. Korolax la relief for many ailments,
Includins constipation, h&adaohes. dizzy
spells, be!chino, gas, heartburn, torpid Urer,
bad breath, nervousness, dyspepsia, indiges-
tion, obesity, mental and physical dullness.

I was badly ruptured whil-? lifting a trunk
several years ago. Doctors said iny only
hope of cure was an operation. Trusses didme no g-ood. Finally. I g-ot hold of some-
thing that quickly and completely cured me.
Years have passed and the rupture has
never returned, althoug:h I am doing hard
work as a carpenter. There was no opera-
tion, no lost time, no trouble. I have noth-
Irig to sell, but will give full information
about how you may find a complete cure
without operation, if you write to me, Eu-
grene M. Pullen, Carpenter, 301G Marcellus
Avenue, Manasquan. N. J, Better cut out
this notice and show it to any others who
are ruptured—*you may save a life or at
least .stop the misery of rupture and the
vvorry and danger of an operation.

I5J.Y. JAZZ 'E?a UP, E8YS1 A NEW A

Siide F!ufo-P!cco!o. played Instantly. 2Sc ftGESTS WANTED
BTKWAitT CO.. 381K W. 48th St.. N. Y. C

Levers' Secreis or Wooin?. Wianinf and WeodiBS
This book tells how to begin courtin* and how
to get over bashfulnaaa. The way to write
love letters and how to wij, a eiri'e favor. The
way to put the queetion to her and how to make
yourself licrreeable. You should read this booK
when coiuiaittiue matrimony. iSc Postpaid

ard Pub. Co., Tilton, N. II,

SORENESS HEALED
Sore or opeu legs, ulcers, enlarged veins,
eczema healed while you work. V/rite fior

free book and describe your own case.
A. C. Liepe, 1457 Green Bay Av., Milwaukee, Wis.

ACTUAlREFOTi
of Secret Service

DETECTIVE
Do yoti want to Imow exactly hovr the modem

Secret Service and Finser Print Expert solves the
mysteries of today? Would you lilie to know the IN-
SIDE facts about REAL cases? Then write at once
and we will send you FREE actual reports made for
tiie greatest detective agency in the U. S.

any experts
BEAFiK8ERPR!HT EXPERT I ne
pay. This is your opportunity. Get tliese thrilling
reports, study tliem, and LEARN AT HOME how
to malce a success in this fascinating profession.
Rep6rt3 and big book on Finger Print Science—sent
FREE. Write NOV.\

UiXIVERSITY OF APPLIED SCIENCE

1568, 1S20 Sunnyside Avenue, Chicago, III.

20ih CENTURYMODELWATCH $3.25
This 1920 model Men's or Boys' popular 16slze perfect time keeper
for only $3.25. HlRhly polished thin model silveroid case, open face.
Btera wind and set, position adjustment, fully tested. This is

real time piece. Guaranteed not to be a clock or rebuilt movement.

A written GuaranMe with every watch. Present eWen with each
watch. Send no money. Simply pay the postman J3.25 and tho
watch and present is yours. Satistaotion Guaranteed. Fine Gold
Filled Watch Chain. $1.00 extra.

GONSOLIDATEOWATCH CO.. Dapt 218 t60N.W*t!cStM Chicago

FlajhliqB^or Choice ofWatcfv
GjVEtwCGmeraor Rifle:r

^
Erveryoncj^for5elIin6onlT30copicrtf-^ .

Lovlr- J^f/otir latejrKY. popularjonttj at

JSoTiiyMilr'^^ ^ cacK.Hsauiitul cov(^ys i nXolors.
^

'^^'^'Ed^y to5clI eaj;m aic momev orpr^)1onw
niunts. We tntsi t/cu n'/^Ji Jcrtaj-'ioJel^t—^

WHERE OUR
FRUITS

ORIGINATED

The strawberry,
says one of the
Government ex-
perts, comes from
a cross between
the native straw-
berry of Virginia
and that of Chile.
The raspberry is

native in temper-
ate Europe and
in Asia. The ap-
ricot originated in

China, the peach
was originally a
Chinese fruit.
The cherry origi-
nated round the
Caspian Sea. The
plum comes from
the Caucasus and
Turkey.

The pear is na-
tive in temperate
Europe and West-
ern Asia. The
quince comes
from Southeast-
ern Europe, the
Caucasus, and
the Caspian re-

gion. The apple
is native all over
Europe, in the
Caucasus, round
the Black Sea and
in Persia. The
almond comes
from Transcau-
casia, Mesopotam_
ia, Persia, Turke-
stan and Algeria.

The fig seems
to have originated

round the Medi-

terranean, partic-

ularly in Syria.

The grape is na-

tive in Southern
Europe, Algeria,

Morocco and
Western Asia.
The red currant
growls wild all

over Europe, in

the Caucasus, the

Himalayas, Man-
churia, Japan and
arctic America.

The walnut comes
from the Caucas-

us, Persia and
northern India.



MOTIVE
POWER FROM

STRAW

Gas possessing

explosive quali-

ties sufficient to

drive an automo-
bile and which
may also be used

for illumination

is being produced

at the Arlington

expe rimental
farm of the De-
partment of Agri-

culture from the

distillation of or-

dinary field straw.

In making this

announcement to-

night experts of

the department
added that ''the

possibilities o f

straw gas are not

yet fully de-

termined."

A special force

has been detailed

to the Arlington

station to con-

tinue the tests

with various
straws and to

work out a model
plant for the dis-

tillation of the

gas.

"If a suitable

unit can be con-

structed," the an-

nouncement said,

"so that the

farmers initial

cost will be
small, it seems
likely that straw
gas may have a

certain economic
value in sections

of the country
where the raw
material is now
considered a s

waste and is

burned or left to

rot on the fields."

Distillation of

gas from straw
under the process

now being used
at Arlington, it

was said, was
first accomplish-
ed by George
Harrison, a Cana-
dian engineer, in

1914.

OH BOYS-GIRLSi?SftT
«#5>THROW

CLAXOPHONE
under the tnble, bnoU of a door. Into atpunb, de;^
iti School, any old place. Bijf FUN fooling- Peddlem,
Policeman, Friend*, anybody. This Claxophone is a,
small device that lays on your tongue unseen, always
ready for use by anyone. Imt. Birds, eto. €Inxophone I

'^^th full instructlonsalso net ofSecret Wpitlnjcl £\C I
Trtokn.all for a dime. Coin (no stamps). Address IV -'I
ICLAXO TR ICK CO.:Dept S New Haven, Conn.

eiCW SCIENtlFIC WONDER

1 C. 8i«^VEB ONLY.QJQ pUfJ
ISfW^^ '^'^ sppflMotily aoeDM ¥ 4@ BtoQQ, «a7 ohic^ See Bonw la Ttm:
A magic trick novelty Frbb with each X Ray.

MARVEL MFG. CO.. Dtpt. 13. NEW HAVEN. COMN.

VENTRILOQUISM
Taught Almost Anyone at Home. Small cost.
Send to-day 2-cent stamp for particulars and
proof. Geo. W. Smith, Boom R-697, 125 N.
Jeff Ave., Peoria, 111.

GET ON THE
VAUDEVILLE STACE

I toll you howl Fascinating profeaelon. Big sal-
ariea. £xperieDce unnecessary. Splendid ewtage-
Es*"*s always waltinp. Opperttmity for toavel.
Theatrical aeents endorse vay Ba«thoo8. Thirty
£Ears' exsertenea as both manasrer and performer,
lustratedbook. 'Uii About VaBdevllle, " FBEK.

Send 6 cents postare and stata mga and oecupatioa.

FREDERIC LADELLE.8U.214.JACKSQN.MiCH.

HOWTO MAKE LOVE
KNEW BOOK) Tells how to Get
'Acquainted; How to Begin Courtship
How to Court a Bashful Girl; toWoo a
Widow; to win an Heiress; how to catch
a Rich Bachelor; how to manage your
beautoniakeh!mpropOEe;how tomake
your fellow or girl love you; v/hat to do
before and after the wedding. « Telia
other things necessary for I,overs to
know. Sample copy by mall 10 c«nta.

.GOIAIi BOOK CO., Box o So* 2forwaI&, Coao.

Goitre
Gnred at heme; worst easea.
No pain. No eoat if It fails.
SneceaafuIIy asad for 13 years.
Write foirWee Book and teati.

488 WMt •ar4 StrMt. CbivasaL

Solid eald

SendYmr Name and We'll
Send You a Lachnite

T\ON'Tsend a penny. Jast send roar name and say: "Sand lae
a Lachnite mounted ia a solid rold ring on 10 days' free

trial." W« will sand it prepaid right to your homo. When it
comes merely deposit $4.76 with the postman and then wear the
rlnr for 10 full days. II vou. or i< any of your friends can tollK from a «liani«nd, send it iMck. But if you decide to bay it
—send us (2.60 a month until $18. 7fi baa been paid.

fXfritm IVkdnv B»dA year name new. Tell as which of ths
. / .

**»*^y solid void rin*a Illustrated aboT. you wlih
(ladles or men's) . Be sure to send fincor size.

Harold Lachman Co., 12 N. KicUcaa Av.Dapt. 2467 Chicago

MaJa f« your measurnt
payahlm after received

Perfect fit, fine goods and tailoringr.
$20 Bavinsr, guaranteed or no vay.
Ail Wml »tt'tm ^2a.OO. 9mm-
pl08 Frmm. Every man should write
at once for our beautiful frpe book of
ioth samples and correct fashions, explain-
ig everything. Write letter or postal,

just say "Send me your samples" and eet
everything by return mail free. Important

to every man. Write today sure.

Park Tailoring Company
Dept 463 CSJcaj?". ILL

OLD COINS WANTED

$$2 to $500 EACH paid for Hundreds ol
Coins dated before 1895. Keep ALL old
Mon^y. You may have Coins vvortli a
Large Premium. Send 10c. for new
Illustrated Coin Value Book, size 4x6.
Get Posted at Once.

CLARKE COIN CO., Box 35, I.e Roy, N. Y.

BIG VALUE fpr 10 Gts.
6 Songs, words and music; 25 Pic-
tures Pretty Girls; 40 Ways to Make
Money; 1 Joke Book; I Book on
Love;l Magic Book; 1 Book Letter
Writing; 1 Dream Book and For-
tune Teller ;1 Cook Book; 1 Base
Ball Book, gives rules for games; 1
Toy Maker Book; Language of
Flowers; 1 Morse Telegraph Alpha-
tiet; 12 Chemical Experiments;
"Mag^c Age Table; Great North Pole
Game: 100 Conundrums; 8 Ptuzles:

12 Games ; 30 Verses for Autograph Albums, v All
the above by mail for 10 ct», and 3 cts. postage.
BOIAL SAIiES CO., Box 20 > South Iforiralk, Cona.

Cigarette Habit
How to Overcome It Quickly and Easily

Unless you have been exceptionally eareful
the cigarette habit has a hold wkich you
cannot shake off by will power.
The luxe ef the cigarette is powerful. Is

it the nicotine that is poisoning your ayotem,
making you nervous, keart weak, dyspeptic,

•ye itrained and Iriltable?

Are you troubled with aleeplesanesB at night

and dullness in the morning until you have
doped yourself with the nicotine of cigarettes

or pipe, or chawing tobacco? They're all the
i^a^e. vou know.

CliTO your p«i8&jr-8aturated body, from your
Rale yellowish skin right into your pale yel-

lowish liver, a chance to be free from the
meaa slavery of nicotine.

09t rid ef the ricioM ha'.slt. Lengthen
your llf®. Become coiit*iHted and spread hap-
piness among others. Enjoy tranquillity coai-
Dined with forceful thought and real effieienoy.

I kiM>w what will confuaf the tobacco habit
in three days. You gain th« victory ooaa-
pletely and prirately at home.
My aew book will be very interestinp t«

you. It will eome to you in a plain wrapper,
free, postpaid. You will be surprised and
delighted if you write to Bdward J. Woods,
TT-103. Station F, New York. N. T.



SAY SAINTS WERE KILLED BY
DEMONS

The murder and mutilation of three

of the seven occupants of a camp of

sadhus, or religious mendicants, out-

side the city of Rawalpindi has been
attributed by the masses, Mohamme-
dan as well as Hindu, to supernatural

agency, and is reported by the fron-

tier correspondent of the Englishman
to have caused the greatest excite-

ment throughout the Rawalpindi,

Nowshera, and Peshawar districts, so

that for the time being "politics is

forgotten altogether."

The term sahdu is derived from a

Sanskrit word denoting completeness,

and means one who is perfect—a saint

or sage. It is commonly used of all

Hindu religious mendicants. Clad
generally only in a loin-cloth and with

his "body covered with ashes, the sad-

hu wanders up and down the country

with his begging bowl in hand, and
is held in great veneration and awe.

Hence there is widespread belief that

the crime was not the work of human
beings at all, but of rakshahs, or de-

mons, who in the days of the Hindu
epics were often seen on earth, and
have now returned.

In the morning the bodies of the

three sadhus were found tied to trees

and terribly mutilated. The surviv-

ing four men were cowering around
a lire, muttering charms and in a
great state of excitement and fear.

They are reported to have informed
the police that the camp v/as attacked
by a band of men, who selected the

three victims and cut them to pieces,

warning the others that if they at-

tempted to interfere they would also

be killed.

But this did not prevent the rak-
shah theory gaining ground, and a
panic ensued in the city. All busi-

ness ceased, shops were closed, and
houses shuttered and barred. The
bolder spirits went down to the scene
of the cnme to see for themselves,
but what they saw only convinced
them the more of demoniac agency.

NevN^ York judge (to criminal)

—

"And the sentence of the court is that

you be shocked with electricity until

you are dead, and may—" Criminal

(interrupting)—"That's played out,

judge. You can't work that on me."
New York judge—"Silence in the

court! What's the matter?" Crimi-

nal—"Electricity won't shock me,
judge. Nothing else, either. I've

read 'The Quick or the Dead?'"

SECRET SERVICE
^ LATEST ISSUES

1119 The Bradys and ."Blackfoot Bill"; or. The Trail of the Tonooah
Terror.

1120 The Bradys and The Lamb League; or. After the Five Fakirs of
Wall Street. i

1121 The Bradys' Black Hand Mystery; or. Running Down the
Coal Mine Gang.

1122 The Bradys and the "King of Clubs;" or. The Cine I'ound OD
the Corner.

1123 The Bi;uiys nnd the Chinese Banker; or, Fighting for Dupout
Street Diamonds.

1124 The Bradys and the Bond Forgers; or, A Dark Wall Street
Mystery.

1125 The Bradys' Mexican Trail ; or Chasing the "Kins: of the Mesa "

1126 The Bradys and the Demon Doctor; or. The House of Many
Mysteries.

1127 The Bradys and "Joss House Jim"; or. Trailing a Chinese
Opium Gang.

1128 The- Bradys and the Girl in Blue; or. After the Maiden Lane
Diariionds. *

1129 The Bradys Among th^"Hill Billies"; or, A Case From Old
Kentucky.

1130 The Bradys and the Gold Miners; or. Working a Wild West
Trail.

1131 The Bradys' Mysterious Shadow; or. The Secrets of the Old
Sione Vault.

1132 The Bradys and "Mustang Joe" ; or. The Rustlers of Rattlesnake
Run.

1133 The Bradys' Snap Shot Clue: or, Traced by the Camera.
1134 The Bradys and the Hip Sing Tong ; or. Hot Work on a High-

binder Case.

For sale liy all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on
receipt of price, 7 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, by

FRANK TOUSEY. Pub.. 168 West 23d St., New York.

OUR TEN-CENT HAND BOOKS
No. 71 HOW TO DO MECHANICAL TRICKS.—Con tainincr eom

plete illustrations for performing over sixty Mechanical Tricks" VuuZ
illustrated. " ^ -^^^

No. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.—Embrne
ing all of the latest and most deceptive card tricks, with illustra^
tions.

No. 80. GUS WILLIAMS' JOKE BOOK.—Containing the ]-U'\st
jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned German
comedian Sixty-iour payes; handsome colored cover, contaiuin-^- a
half-tone photo of the author.
No. 81. HOW TO MESMERIZE.—Containing the most approved

method of mesmerism; animal magnetism, or magnetic healing Rv
Prof. lioo Hugo Koch, A.C.S., author of "How to Hvpnotize " ptc
No. 82. HOW TO DO PAL3IISTRY.—Containing the most an-

proved methods of reading the lines on the hand, together with a
full explanation of their meaning. Also explaining phrenology and
the key of telling characters by the bumps on the head. Bv' I

Hugo Koch. A.C.S. Fully illnstrated.

No. 83. HOW TO HYPNOTIZE.—Containing valuable and instruc-
tive information regarding the science of hypnotism. Also explain-n"'
the most approved methods which are employed by the leading
hypnotists of the world. By Leo Hugo Koch, A.C.S.
No. 84. HOW TO BECOME AN AUTHOR.—Containing informa-

tion regarding choice of subjects, the use of words and the manner
of preparing and submitting manuscripts. Also containing valuable
information as to the neatness, legil)ility and general composition
of manuscripts.

For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address oa
receipt of price, 10c. per copy,, or 3 for 25c.. tn money or posta^*
fttanips, by

FRANK TOUSEY, Pub.. 168 West 23d St., New York.

SCENARIOS HOW TO
WRITE THEM

By JAMES F. COGAN Price 35 Cents Per Copy
This book contains all the most recent changes in the method
of construction and submission of -scenarios. Sixty Lessons,
covering every phase of scenario writing, from the most ele-

mental to the most advanced principles. This treatise covers
everything a person must know In order to make money as a
successful scenario writer. For sale by all News-dealers and
Book-Stores. If you cannot procure a copy, send us the price.
35 cents, in money or postage stamps, and we will mail you one,
postage free. Address

L. SENARKNS, 219 SeTenib Ave , New York, N. T.






